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HE Weak naturally fly 
to the Brave for Protec- 
tion; and, methinks, a 
Play in which a Soldier 


carries off the Prize, | has 
a * of Right to a Patron out of the 


Camp. Your condeſcending to ſerve, 


for {ome little Time, as Subaltern 
Officer, while You ate in the actual 
poſſeſlion of ſo Noble a Paternal 
Eſtate; is equally Admird, and 
Applauded, by All who N the 
Happincls to know. You. This is 
A 2 truly 


hy eier Ad h b 1 20 f 
e delird, that fo Becht an Eram- Ee 
"Me may be Tmitated by other Gen- 
tlemen of the beſt Familie and For- 
tunes. 


de have RY an dale 1 ant | 
tient, or Modern Hiſtory, of any Hero 
| Who has Commanded Wa ur, with- * 
out having, firſt learn'd what it was 
to ONEY. The Greateft among the 
Se and Roman Generals, made 
their Firſt Campaigns in the Nature 
of Voluntiers; and the Greateſt 
Modern Hero, hole Loſs we ſoo 
 litely umented, ery d firſt in the '& 
fame Poſt You now Adorn. 
1F a Fine Perfon, 2 moſt Grace f 
ful, and Eaſy Behaviour, . joyn'd to 
4 great Kno wled; ge of the World, 
and a general In, ight into all Parts 
df Polite Learning, are the moſt likely 
| Means to raiſe a Man to Great- 


neſs, 


- 
. 
"me 2 * 4 
- _ _ 


DE DICAT LON. 


ih; I know. not What Bounds 

1 You: can reaſonably. ſet to Your 

Ambition! One Thing I am well 
aſſur d of, That it will be a Haps 
pineſs to your Country, to ſee 

Vou in ſome of her Higheſt Mili- 
tary Honours, 

I confeſs, I am glad fo 14 hos 
of any Opportunity of payin 
Early Court to fo diſtingail 4 . 
Merit; and hope, Sir, That my 
laying this Trifle at You, 5 
however poor it may be in it- 
ſelf, will be at leaft ſome ſmall 


| = of that Zeal and _ vith 
which Iam > wt 
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UR Wits of late, grown wond'rows 
© "Weather-wiſe, _ | 

( Change, like the various Seaſons of the © 

„ 1 

| They, each dull Winter, Sallen and 
. "ooooe, ; 

And Cloudy, as its Gloomyeſt Days appear: 

Tamn o'er their Desks, (igh forth ſome Tragick- Scene, 

Then Treat the Town with Products of their Spleen. 


Oar Author takes a different Way to pleaſe ; 

Heals Imar*d Love, and Cares its Jealouſies. 
Joa Tender Virgins, and Neglected Wives, 
For Joa, She all her AR TIFICE contrives. 
Joa can't deny her- Jour Protection, [arely, 
She hides your Slips, and brings you off ſo purely! 
Bold in her Sex's Cauſe, She always rouzes 
Gainſt their Worſt Foes, Falſe Lovers, and Dull 

Spouſes. | 
But, oh! ye Criticks! Comic-Bards are fem, 
And me ve no Wit beneath the Sun, that's New: : 


94 = © oe , k 1 "I 0 


111 ³¹³ ZR ᷣ- "7a, 
E 
Ask not, in ſuch a General Dearth, mach Wit, 
If ſhe your Taſte in Plot, and Humour hit; 
guſtneſs, form the Comick Feaſt, } 
it's but a higher-reliſh*d Sawce, at beſt ; 
Ana where too much, like Spice, deſtroys the Taſte. 


You Sparks in Red, ſhe knows, will all befriend her; 
Nay, Faith, Tou"re bound in Honour to defend her, 
Joa, in her Plays, her choiceſt Favours ſhare, © 
She never fails to raiſe her Men of War. 
"Tis ſeldom known, Jou Brothers of the Blade, 0 
Let Women make Advances Un. re paid. 
Tou Chiefs in War, that Monarchs can ſubdue, 
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Tet own —— The Ladies Victors over You; © + 

4 Single Helen, once Divinely Fair, 921 oy 

Sammon'd a Croud of Heroes to the War: © 

Aud Brighter Helens raiſe your Courage —There. 

| Jou, while our Author pleads in Beauty's Cauſe, 

Join on her Side, and Arm in her Applauſe: © 

 ? Be Heroes in a Woman's Cauſe to D, 

, And as you Love the Sex, Detend the Play. 
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- <28ir-Philip-Money-Loue, Father ta Olivigy ) 
2 Man wbeſe Morals are ply Wee . a, A 
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Oki Dau ber of Sir Philip Aliney 
lote. In Love with Sir — — 8 Mrs. Fortes, 
Louiſa, a Dutch Lady, formerly contract. 
ed to Ned dg WR. * 32 71 Mrs. Younger, 
Mrs. Watchit, Wi rt cht. 
rf 5 8 sf, a 20009. 4. * 
ed vain Widow, an ot Qua- | 
4 * re ſolvd never ! beat Mrs.Thurmond. 
1 2 


. Servant to Mrs, VVarchit . ._ . * 
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Flora, Servant to Louiſa + . i 


Judith, Servant to Mrs. Headleſs . 2 
Conſtable, wen, and other Attendants 
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SCENE the PARK. 


Enter Fainwell zu a Livery, meeting 
Sir John Freeman in Mourning. 


Al Freemm in Black? Dear Tuck, 
bow muſt 1 diſtinguiſh thee ? 

An Sir Fohn. Dear Fuck! — How 
came you and F fo well acquainted, 


Fellow ? 


| Fain. Oh! — that's too long 

A Story at Pee 5 

Sir Föhn. Haintoell! — what the Devil is this 
Meramorpheſe for? 

Fain. Love! Almighty Love ! Copying of the Gods, 


you know. 
B Sir 


ARTIFI C "IRE: = 


| To John, What Game are you in Purſuit of? | 
Fein. The old ſtanding Diſh, a WIE! Here's 5.110 
Joys of War, no Riſing in View! and Sibalterr's 
ay will make a Man rub but flowly through the World. 
TI have got Leave of my Colonel to be abſent from 
my Poſt for Two Months, in which Time, I intend to 
721 my Fortune. — Tou know the Widow Head - 
eſs 
12 John. Very well ! ! Ha! — is not that ber 
V 


Retinue, 

Sir Fobn. To what End? 

Fain. That's uncertain. If you know the Widow, 
you are no Stranger to her Taſte in Servants. 

Sir Job 4 I know the keeps none but awkard Coun 
try Things. © 

Fain. Ay! and is a perfect Fockey in her Family, 
and takes as much Pains to poliſh her Train, as they 
do to break their young Co/ts. Now, you muſt know, 
' ſs with her for as arrant a Ruſtick, as ever wield. 

Cudeel at a n Wake, or tumbled Girl upon 
a « Hey: mow. | 
ih Sir Jobn. But wherein can this advance your De- 
_Ugn? 
© Fain. Why, you muſt know, I make Love to her. 

Sir John. Make Love to her what, under the 
Character of a Footman? 

Fuin. No, no; under the Character of a Gentleman 
of Fifteen Brin By Pounds a Year in Glouceſter-ſhire, 
of which. Country I pretend to be; for having Quar- 
ter d | heretofore in that Shire, I counterfeit the 
Diale& very well. 

Sir Fobn: But what Service can this be to you ? 

” Fain, Why, I write to her as from Mr. Worthy; my 
Man brings the Letters; and I deliver them as. Zef- 
Fey, her Footman; and when I find her in Humour, 
I. intend: to give her my Picture, in ſo fi ple a Mau- 
ner, that ſhe ſhall take it all for Goſpel _- v3 
2 7 


GC 


MN Yes, faith, I march in the Number of her 
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ACOMEDI' 3 


Sir John. But what ſignifies the Copy ? How will 
you introduce the Origina!? 

Fain. That has been done already. I have made 
her ſeveral Viſits. — Man! is now ood to her with 
2 Letter. ; 

Sir John. But ſuppl ſhe ſhould enquire after this 
Mr. Worthy ? Tt is au eaſy Matter to Know all the 
Gentlemen. in Gloweifterſhire,” and what Eſtates they 
are poll-ſs'd d of too. ul a 

Fain. She can't trap me there, if ſhe a For, 
between you and I, there is ſuch a Perſon as Mr. 
Wortby, Maſter of the very Eſtate I mention; who 
has given me Leave to take his Name. —— But I 
have diſcover d ſince:I have been in her Houle, that 
an Iriſh Baron is my Rival. 

Sir ohn. Then you are undone; tor I am told, 
ſhe declares againſt Matrimony * without 4 Title, 
Who 1 is he? inn 1M : 

Ein. My Lord Pharoah: Bank, I think * call 
him, of the County of Tipperary. 

Sir John. I don't. — 155 ever to have heard of 
any ſuch Nobleman. 

Fein. Recommended, they lay, by Sir Philip Mo- 
rey Love. f 

Sir Fohn. For which hs is to have a valuable Conf: 
deration; for I am ſure, he does nothing out of 
Ra or Honeſty. 1 wiſh thee Succeſs with all my 

cart. 

Fain, I thank you, Freeman ; but. ae, who are 
you in Mourning for? Is the old Knight at Reſt Six 
Foot deep? ha, Fack ? 

Sir 2 He has been dead to me theſe Seven 
Vears; but is now fo to all the World, Fainwel. 

Fain. Sir Fobn ! I give thee Joy af Four thouſand 
Pounds per Annum. [ Embracing him. 
Sir John. I hope you'll give me the Eſtate too, 
Farnwell , for, I aſſure you, I have not one Foot of 
Land by the Death of my Father. 


B 2 Enisr 


33 ARTIFICE 


11? 1] 31 | WONT: 4g 
| Enter gen. ) 9144 2D UOTINE. 1 
Wia He did 1 not dafriherde! this, foe) 7 wont.” 
Sir Fohn. Neither better nor worſe. 9.1 
Sum. I ever thought my did Matter would dye hard, 
Sir Fobn. Ha! what is Gen with you ftill e elite!“ 
Sam. Lou know, Sir, I pie >ick as wow * 
my Maſters, as their Brreches. e 
Sir Fobn. Ay | whilſt there is an 
but, Iremember, you left me for fear uf Starving. 
Sam. Starving! Oh, no, no! — Not — 
Sir though, 1 muſt confeſs, my n Was 
Three Inches too wide for me. 


Fuin. You ſaucy Raſcal! _ has Vl, 4id-you | 


deliver my Letter? 114. 

Sam. Yes, | did Sir; — * the Widows own 
Hands; and, truly, by What I can find, Sir, you 
have nothing to hope for, if I have any Judgment... 
© Fam, Why ? What have you difcoverid 2 ? 

Sam. Why, I obſerv d — ſne read your! Epiſtle, 
the ſmild ſcornfully, thus — toſs d * Letter 
upon her Toy let; turn'd upon her Heel; tippd her 
Maid a Box © the Ear for Grinning, und badure tell 
pm me. — th gig 

ir John. Oald Comfort! ona! 

Fair Not a Jot the leſs, for giving herſelf that Air. 


But is it poſſible, that pure Farty Rage could make 


thy Father ſo unkind, Sir Fobn! 

Sir Fohn. Add to that ſome little Wildnefſes. 
But the main thing that did my Buſineſs, was this; 
When 1 found nothing wou d open his RN 1 
pretended to embrace his Principles. 


Cam. I remember that Tine Sir: We lived 5 1 


Clover then! Many a delicious Morſel of Fleſh have 
1 ſerv'd up, and . d a out of N 
Leavings, Sir. ä 


5 . | Sir 


day cham; 5 
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4 COME DT. 5 

Vir Jobn. But, as the Devil wou'd. hang it, one 
Day, in my Cups, 1 chanced to ſtumble into a Non- 
juring Meeting, with half a Dozen honeſt Officers at 
my Back, drove out the Congregation, ty'd the Par- - 
fon Neck and Heels, loc kd the Der and took the 
Key in my Pocket. 
Fam. Good! And what betame of Old Bedition 7 
Fir Fohr. Some of ms Flock returning 10 Evening · 
pray er, broke open the Door, and reed him I 


Father. 
Fun. Rather an That was very unlucky, 
Sir Toba. 0 f % S U $167 of 


Sir Noln. Ay; for chat Lein mot only loſt me 2 
paternal Bleſſing, but 4 paternal Eſtate. 

fan. Which would: have afforded thee une Riel 
fi ings, Wine and Women, Sir Jahn, the only Bleſſings 
in this World nen mne Ned bas the 


Eſtate, I ſappoſe. 

e e hon 8s My Fortune is cramm 4 
into ſuch a N 1 1.can dover it in 
my Thumb. Only -———-a ſingle Shalling. / 

Fain.) Dammd Burbarity 1 3 Death! were he my 
Broth, Id cut his Throat. 

San. There s the Inſide of a Soldier far you! Cad. 

Sir Fobn. So ſay Paſhon and Neceſſity ; bot Con- 
ſcience and 2 offer to 22 7 cooler Thoughts a 
broun I confe long to exert 
the elder Brother, — beat him n bes In order 
to which, 1 have done all I could to provoke him to 
give me Occaſion; but he avoids me. as carefully as if 
he durſt not fight, though I know he's no Coward. 

un. Well! Heaven be prais d, I am not afrai 
of being diſinberited. I wear my Fottune with my Red 
Coat; — whilſt there is one Miſchief making Prieft 
in the World, Soldiers will never want Bread. 
Sem. Ay the Prieſts have ever been faſt Friends to 
the Soldiers Nothing like a Pulpit-Drum. — Bat 


it rains the Surgeons Buſineſs quite. 0 
ir 


Ss The ARTIFICE. 


Sir John. Ay! how ſo? 2 7 1. 


Wholeſale ? 0 
Fain. My Raſcal has a kind of f mattering after 
Wit, ha, ha. No more of your Impertinence. 


Sam. Impertinence ! ! theſe: Gentlemen will =" iy 
no body to ſay a good Thing but themſelves. [ A/fde. 


Sir John. Ha 3 s my Brother coming this 
Way. How ſtat 
Footmen at his H 
+; Fair. Whilſt thou haſt not ſo much as one Scoundrel, 
to pick up a Wench for thee. 

Sam. Oh, for that, Sir! with your Leave, he may 
— command his humble Servant. 
in. He ſtruts like an elder Brother. He wants 
nothing but your Title, Sir Jobn. 

Sir Fobje, I-with I could transfer it; for i ir ig ofno 


Uſe to me. Honour's a Commodity not. vendable | 


* the Merchants; there is no Draw-· back upon't. 

Fuin. That's a Miſtake, Sir John; I have known 
a Stateſman pawn his Honour as often as Merchants 
enter the ſame Commodity for Exportation ; and like 
them, draw it back ſo — that thoſe who give 
him Credit upon t, never perceiv d it till the Great 

was out of Poſt. - i 

Sir Fobn. Honour 's a ſtale Cheat. A bas 

Eaiz. It may [paſs at Court, or the Groom-Porter's ; 
but no Citizen wall lend A Shilling upon ted 1% „ 


Enter Ned. Free an. 


Ned. Brother! Your Servant. If this young Fellow 
bad not been in a Livery, 1 ſhonld have ſworn it had 
been Enſign Fainwel ! 

Fain. The very Numerical Perſon you mention, is 
as you ſee, at your Service, Mr. Freeman. 1 believe 
you are ſurpriz d at the Figure I make; but there are 
2 which another time ſhall be yours. In the 

mean 


Sam. Why, where's the Oceaſt on for their a 
Lancet, when the other lets the Nation Blood by 


3 Rogue walks, with Three 1 


4 a * 3 
28 OLI. n * 


mean while, I muſt intreat, that wherever you ſee me; 
pyou know me for nothing above my preſent Ap 


| hag by-tye; You know I always decline em 
= in your Company. 


Colour would you adviſe me to for a Wedding Suit? 


. Haerlem ? No, no! that Affairs ended long fince. 
dhe was a good natur d fond Fool, and, to ſay Truth, 


1 aſſure you, I ſhould 


A COMEDY. 5 


pearance. 
Ned. Whatever Deſi ign you may have i in View, it 


| ſhall never miſcarry through any Fault of mine. 
N Well! how go Matters in the North, Captain? 


Sir Fobn. Your Party perform'd no Wonders there; 
Ned. Nay, if you are entring upon Party 


Matters, 


Sir Fobn. Tis the Sign of an ill Cauſe, | 
Ned. Then Diſputes won't mend it, Here — which 


Fain. What | juſt upon the Brink of Matrimony ? 


| Is it with the Dutch Lady you wrote ſuch Panegy- 
ricks on, when you was in Holland? 


ied. What, the old Burgo-maſter' Daughter of 


I did love her; but the old Carl her Father, did not 


like a younger Brother for a Son- in-Law then, and 
Tm a better Friend to my Country, than to take a 


Dutch Wife now. I did him one Piece of Service; [ 
left ſome Exgliſh Blood in his Family. I met a 
Gentleman at Paris, who told me, ſhe was brought to 
Bed of a fine Boy. 

Sir Jobn. If | miſtake not, you made that Lady 2 


Promiſe of Marriage, Brother. 


Ned. Cou'd I do leſs for a Maidenhead ? ? 
ain. It is the Cuſtom in Holland, after ſuch a Pro- 


| miſe, the Girl never ſcruples to go to Bed, and thinks 


herſelf as much your Wite, as if the Parſon had ſaid 


l Grace ; and if ever you are found in that Country, 
their Laws will oblige you to perform Articles. 


Ned. Ay, if they catch me in the Corn, let em 
put me in the Pound. 


Sir John. Whatever la ou think of fuch Proceedings, 
Ve ttle Confidence 1n 
” 000: 17 ne 


8 The ARTIFICE. 


= Snt-Man who ferkutad! his. Faith and: Hondur to'a | 
=_ woman. 
ee Preferve your G Brother ; the-Ladin 
| will like you never the better fort. Every Fema le 
| has Vanity enough to believe her Charms ſafficient tu 
12 ſecure hat another loſt. _ | 
| * Fun. But who is the Objo@ of your preſent baſſion? 
| 3 Pray: hr orci, 1c agar 
| | 12 Who is the Beauty that inſlaves you /now? __ 
it Ned. Nay, E. m nat ſo pradigioul]y inſlar d as you 


1 Jobe. What | and juſt going to be Married? 9 
| + | Fam. Mr. Freemen ſpeaks hike an; experienc d Tra- 
111 veller ; he is entring upon a Journey for Life; the 
iS Whip, and Spur, are for the thort Stages of Love 4 
| It would kill the Devil to ride full Speed down a Lane ; 
that has neither End nor Turning. 5 
Wed. Ha, ba, ha] Sa has a right Notion of Ma: | 


trimony. ; 

Sir John. A Lady muſt be entrcatchy happy with 
ſuch a Husband. But may wenotknow the Lady 2 
Ned, Yes, Yes, Brother, Im not aſham' d of the Lady 5 
N and One Charm, as | 
deſitable, as 2 New Miſtreſs. a 
Fare. Videlicet. N 


Ned Twenty thoufand Pounds. 2 
Sir Jobn. Hal that one Article ſtrikes th ms _ 


* Aide. 

1 Tie Sir Philip Money Love's Danghter. 
| Si Jaun. | As L imagin dy — This Blow wounds 
= Gees, than my being diſinherited. Have you that 1 
= Conſent; Brother? | 

|. Ned. I have her Father's, aud be has the Diſpoſil ; 
2/8 of ber Fortune; though left by her Grandfather: She 
Ell -- . commands not a wt] if ſhe marries without his 
3 e A moſt aft +—Vat, 1 Lowfe I 
> his Dutch Miſtreſs, ne I have ſent for, comes 
| Time 


— r 


e * 
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Time enough, I may chance to ſpoil your Market. 
| [ Aſide.” 
Ned. I think I ſtand very fair; I have had his 
Promiſe theſe Ten Days. BM, 
Sir John. 2 the Time that Sir Philip forbid me 
his Houſe; ſince when, I have often watch'd him in, 
and fearing the Conſequence, I ſent for his Miſtreſs , 
and if there is the leaſt Grain of Vertue left in that 
Heap of Muck and Immorality, Sir Philip, I may 


yet prevent this hateful Match. [ Ade. 


Fain. I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Freeman, — : 
Sir John. Wiſh him Hell! where he may Taſte in 


part the Pains he gives me now. — Olivia !— Oh! 


my Olivia DLAſide. 
Ned. My Brother has no Reliſh for my good For- 
tune. — I perceive you affect Gravity in my Com- 
any, Sir John, and ſeem to have no Taſte for any 
= of mine, — Prithee, how have I offended ? You 


may have Reaſon to blame our Father, perhaps; but 
how is that my Fault? I have really as much Love 
for you, as if you had been born a Year after me, 
and will treat you as well. 


Fain. That is to fay, he ſhall live like your Bro- 


8 ther — 


Ned. He ſhall live as he thinks fit, Sir; I ſhan't 


z pretend to dire& him. 


Fain. But you muſt put it in his Power ! — 


Come, ſhall 1 make a Propoſal ? 


Ned. Out with it. 


Fain. Buy him a Colonel's Poſt in the Guards. 
Ned. I don't think to part with any Money 
way. 
Sir John. Not without it were to ſerve a certain 
Perſon, you know where. Oh ! that vile, reſtleſs Prin- 
ciple of yours 


that 


Ned. Shall never diſturb you with a CommiC 
ſion any where. Look ye, Brother, you ſhan't want 


for what is Neceſſary. 


C Sir 
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Sir Johr. Neteſſary ! I fuppoſe you reſerve to your 

own. judgment how far that Word may extend. 

Med. It ſhall extend fo far, Sir, as becomes a Bro- 

ther who has the Eſtate, to him that has none. 

. Sam. Huitiph! That is as much as to ſay, in plain 
nglſh, you may Starve or Steal, and be Hang d, for 


ies [ 4/7 4% 5 


Sir John. As fat as becomes your Elder Brother? 

Ned. I cat ſay that, for perhaps you may fancy 
my Eftate may become you better than it does me. 

Sir Fohn. Hur Eſtate! Going up to him. 
Sam. | Stepping between.) Sir, Sir, With your Leave! 
Where-abouts;do you think the Soul of my old Ma- 

er may be now ? 

Ned. That Thought never enter'd my Head, Sirrah. 
IRkHnow where his material Soul, the Eſtate is, and 
hew to Spend it too. 80, Brother, if you will be 
Chearful. — 1 ba | 
Sir John. Chearful ! Bid the Directors, when there's 
Run upon the Bus, be Chearful; the Merchant who 
hears the Shipwreck of his freighted Veſſel; or bid 
the Mother, weeping o'er the Corps of her departed 
Son, be Chearful. Bid them be Mad, rather, 
to avoid Reflection. Chearful, Quotha ? 
Gan. That's breaking a Man's Legs, and then bid- 
ding him cut Capers. + [ Aſide. 
ain. Philoſbphy is a noble Study, Sir John; but 
few of us poor Rogues can purſue it. 

Sir John. With what Elegance might my Brother 
there, diſplay the Beauty of Patience and Poverty? 
Ned. No, Faith, Fuck, I am no Orator. 

| | Keeps looking upon the Papers. 
Sir John. Oh! What Serenity of Mind attends Four 
Thou ſand Pounds a Year ? whilſt Paſſion, Pride, and 
a the Deadly-Sins, fill up the Train of a poor Dog, 
I e me. 2 £6 $4 i. 4-6 


Sem That's true to a Tittle, I know it by my 


2 * .* 
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Sir Jahn. Poor Olivia! now I underſtand thy Let- 

ter, wherein thou ſaidſt, That we muſt part for Ever; 
but I will ſee Thee now, tho? certain Death attend it; 


tho robb'd of Birthright by this younger Brother, 
let big not hope to take Wy” Miſtreſs from me. 


Such an Attempt w will far mare dong rows prove: ; 
He-rabs ms of my Li , that robs me of ny dau, 


| re. 
Ned. That i is the Colour for my Money. Hi 

Fain. Ay, White is the Bridegroom's Colour. 
Ned. Ha! What is my Brother gone?” 

Fain. So it ſeems —+— Poor Sir Fobn n! -— 

Ned. Pox of this Livery, I ſhou'd have | bod glad 
we cou d. have Din'd together to Day. 

Sam. Now you talk of Dining———your Uncle 
eall'd at your Lodging this Morning, Sir, and bad 
me tell you, he wonders how you beſtow your Time, 
that you don't come and Dine with him as uſual.— 

Ned. Who's that? 

Fain. An Uncle of mine, to whom I had once ſome 
hopes of being Heir. 

Ned. And what has ſtifled them? 

Fain, Why, the Devil put Matrimony in his Head, 
and ſpoil'd my Fortune. 

e. Then | he has Children, has he ? | 

Fain. One, which happening tobe Red. -hair d, and 
the Parſon of the Pariſn being Sandy, my Uncle, not 
content with forbidding him his Houſe, bid adien to 
the Country, and brought my Aunt to Town. 

Sam. An excellent Place to preſerve Vertue in. 

Ned. How came he to ſuſpect the Doctor? 

Fain, Why, my Aunt is a Roman Catholick, you 
muſt know, and I ſuppoſe my Uncle had a mind to 
make a good Proteſtant of her, and brought the 
Doctor to Convert her; but finding his T1 
more prevalent for Love, than Religion, thought fit 
to remove her, 


Ned. * ha, ha! Where has he Lodg d her? 
+ | Fain. 


3 
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Fuin. He has taken a Houſe in the Pall- Mal, within 


2 Door of my Colonel's.— iv , 
Sam. Who has as good a hand at Converting, as the 
Parſon, if he can find a way to come at her. | A/ide. 
Ned. In the Pall. Mall! If this ſhou'd be my Mi- 
ſtreſs now ? [| A/ide.)J So, the old Fellow is very 
Jealous of her, you ſay ? | en 
Fain. $0 Jealous, that he locks her up, it ſeems, re- 
ſolving to Father no Children for the future, but his 
_ ; He allows her the Sight of nothing that's 
e. 1 g 8 ; p F 
Ned. It muſt be ſhe; this agrees exactly with her 
Story. [ Aſide.) Such Reſtraint ſets all the Wheels of 
Invention at Work, and a Million to Nothing, but 
ſne Il find a way to uſe him as he deſerves. And how 
does ſhe take it? wat 
Sam. Oh! not at all Sir, —— You hear my Ma- 
ſter ſay, ſhe's Lock'd up. 
Ned. Her Confinement, I mean, Sirrah 2 
Sam. Oh] her Coniinement. © 
Fuin. Not ſeeing her the laſt Time I din'd there, I 
inquir'd after her Health, and was anſwer'd, ſhe was 
Indiſpos d; yet I obſerv'd he cut her a Plate of ev'ry 
thing that came to the Table, and ſent up to her 
Chamber, which, as the Maid told me afterwards, is 
his conſtant Cuſtom of late, when any body Dines 
with him. He is a true Spaniſb Huſband, | 
Ned. And if ſhe proves but a true Exgliſʒ Wife, 
his Children may be nothing a-kin to him, for all 
his Caution. Is ſhe handſome ? we) oc? 
ain. So handſome, that I could venture my Soul 
with her; and if I had her Conſent, my Uncle Warzch- 
it, ſhould be advanced in -Honours — You under- 
p {7-7 7 "pe T 
Ned. Watchit | Mum! that's the Name. Fainwel 
muſt not know where I live, [ Afide.] Lou 
would not Cuckold your Uncle, would ye ? | 
Fain. Why not? I think a well bred Gentleman 
ought to hate as much regard to the Breed of his 
2 F 45 


F am.ly, 
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Family, as a Fox-Hunter has to thoſe of his Dogs 
and Horſes. Where do you Lodge, Mr. Freeman'? 
I I muſt bring a School-Fellow of mine to wait on you, 
one who has a Play upon the Stocks: You muſt give 
him leave to Dedicate to you. It is young Diftich. 
Ned. Ha! Little Diſtich! | ſhall be glad to ſee 
© him. When I have finiſh'd an Affair which I have 
upon my Hands at preſent, I ſhall come ſomewhere 
to this End of the Town; but I am Incog. for'a 
little while, yet > 
Tui. What, are you upon an Intrigue ? 
Ned. Yes, Faith, and with one of the prettieſt Wo- 
men in Town; a Citizen's Wife, whoſe Husband is 
Tinctur'd with thy Uncle's Diſtemper: He permits 
her neither to pay, or receive Viſits, but in ſpight of 
his Blockade, I have found means to open a Communi- 
cation between my Self and his Female, and hope l ſhall 
be able to ſpring a Mine, and blow up the Fort of 
her Chaſtity, maugre all his Iron Guards. 
Fain, You talk like an Engineer, Mr. Freeman; 
but if ſheis fo cloſely confin'd, how got you acquain- 
ted with her? | 
Ned. Very accidentally. You muſt know, her Houſe, 
and That which I lodge in, were formerly one, ſo that 
there are Doors remaining, tho faſten'd up Sit- 
ting one Evening in my Chamber reading, I heard 
the Voice of Women, and found by their Diſcourſe 
: twas a Lady complaining to her Maid of her Hus- 
: band's ill Uſage. If I were in your place, ſays the 
Maid, I'd be reveng'd of the old Brute: Ay, quoth 
the Lady, but ſhew me the Means. Upon which, 
4 having bor'd a Hole in the Door, I put my Mouth 
to it, and cry'd, The Means is ready, Madam, if 
vou'll Conſent to it. She was a little ſurpriz d at 
* firſt, but we ſoon came to a right Underſtanding. 
Fain, Ha, ha! ſo ſhe open'd the Door! b 
Ned. Not that Door: But the Chamber-Maid, who 
Eneu/ her Buſineſs perfectly well, after inquiring 
who Lodg'd at next Houſe ? in the Morning, —_— 
r ts 2 ” gently 
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gently at this private Door, and calling me hy my 
Name, gave me to underſtand, that there was a Door, 
between her Room, and a Garret in our Houſe, 
which if I cou d find the way to open, I might have 
an Opportunity of playing a Game at Picquet with 
ter Lady ſometimes, in her Maſter's Abſence : I took 
the Hint, agreed with my Landlord for that Garret, 
and fell to work immediately. The Paſſage was ſoon _ 
epen'd, and we came to an Interview, lik d one ano 
ther's Propoſals, call'd for the Cards, and fat down 
to Play, where I had the Game all to Nothing, hav- _ 
ing Point, Quint, and Luctorze, the firſt Deal, had = 
not the old Fellow come in, and forc'd us to throw / 
| up our Cards. 430; +. , | THAN ; 

_ _-Fain, For which you both curs'd him, I fappoſe, 
but you have found a Time, tis to be hop'd, to finiſh _ 
your Game. 4 ; : B 
Ned. I ſhall do, this Day, I believe. Wiſh me Suc- 
ceſs, Fa:nwell. 1 2:7 1 

Fain. I do with all my Heart: I know you us'd to 
be Generous, you'll not expoſe her. When you have 
corrupted her, you may help your Friends, before ſhe 
falls into the Hands of the Publick. 

Ned. With all my Heart! Now for the finiſhing 

Stroke: I'll: Home, and watch the old Fellow out, 
and then L'Aﬀair il ſera fait, as the French ſay 


hich way are you going, Farnell £ | 
Fain. Every way! I have ſome Twenty How-d'- + 
ye's to deliver; the conſtant Buſineſs of Men of my 
Cloth, you know. | f 
Ned. Ha! yonder comes my Father- in- lay that is 
to be. I muſt avoid him. 4 
Fain. And the Widow's Lord with him. [ 4fide. 
_ who is the Gentleman with him, Mr. Free 
Ned. His Name is Bite, to the beſt of my Memo- 
ry. He belongs to a Pharoab-Table, I us'd to ſee him 
Tally ſometimes, that's all I know of him. Adieu. 


2 —— — 


I Exit. 4 
Fain. 1 
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y uin. Tm glad I know ſo much of him. Bite, Quo- 
r, tha! Egad, I'll take care he! ſhan't Bite me of the 
e, Widow. Is this her Man of Quality? Sam, 


7e go you home, and don't you be out of the way, if 
th 1 ſhond want you. Do you hear? 

k Sam. Yes, yes, Sit s | 5 . 

t, | Exit Sam. 
n Erin. Egad, this Woman fatigues me more than 2 
o- long March. But the Hopes of her Gold, like the 


Mm _ Hopes of Plunder, give me freſh Courage for con- 
v _ tinuing the Siege. | | | 


id | 

W Still to Beſiege, and Storm, the Soldier's Trade is, 
I War, t carry Towns , — In Peace, the Ladies. 
„ | 


A e T 
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SCENE Sir Philip Mone-love's Houſe. 
Enter Olivia, and Louiſa weeping. 


OUR Story, Madam, I confeſs is 
moving; but I am more ſurpriz d 
at Freeman's Inſenſibility, than at 
his Perjury. It is no wonder to find 
a Man falſe; but that he ſhon1d be 
8 Blind to ſo much Beauty, is an Ar- 
gument of Stupidity. __ a 
Lou. Not when he changes for Superiour Merit; 
But if you love not the Diſſemblerr 
Oh, give him back to my deſiring Arms! 
For we are fit Companions for each other. 
Oli. All I can, beſure I'll do to ſerve thee. 
Dear haſt thou bought, the faithleſs, worthleſs Man 
Lou. Too late, I blame my credulous Nature. 
Our Sex, like Roſes blooming on the Tree, 
Admir'd by ev'ry gazing Paſlenger : = 
The Flow'r once cropt, a while tis worn in Triumph z 
Then thrown aſide, to wither in Diſgrace. * 
Oli. Be pleas d to give this Letter to Sir John, and 
purſue whatever he directs you. Depend upon any 
Thing in my Power to ſerve you, Madam; My Soul 
abhors this Treachery, and had he been as Dear to me, 
as his poor Injur'd Brother is, I would renounce him 
now, tho' Life went with him. | 


Enter 
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11 Enter Sir Philip. 


Oli. My Father that's unluck r. Ade 

Sir Philip. Pray, Daughter, what is this pretty Reſa- 
lution of yours? Who wou'd you renounce? _ 

Oli. One whom you wou'd have me, Sir, if you but 
wiſh my Happineſs ; tis that Deceiver Freeman. 

Sir Philip. How | Why, what has Sir John recover d 


i the Eſtate then? If fo, Egad I ſhall renounce him 
too, Girl.--— Ho'now, Who have we here? Some 
Letter- Carrier, ha? Pray, who let you in, Miſtreſs? 


04. Juſtice. $1269 
Look on this Lady, Sir, with Eyes more human, 


On her whom Freeman baſely has betray'd, 


Juſt in her riſing Bloom and Pride of Youth. 


Sir Philip. Why, you'd make an excellent Actreſs; 
pon Rant and Strut it well; but who is this Lady 


you are ſo tender of, pray? 

Oli. She's Freemans Wife, by all the Ties of Love. 

Sir Philip. Ties of Love Hark ye! Has the 
Parſon ty'd em? Love makes none but running 
Knots, and a Man may ſhip thoſe at Pleaſure; but 
the Parſon's Nooſe is as ſure as the Hangman's ; no- 
thing but the Grave unties it. Now if you have 
him in that String, Madam, you are on the right fide 
of the Hedge, and I muſt look out for another Son- 
in-law.-—Otherwiſe, you muſt look ſharp for ano- 
ther Husband — that's all. 2 

Lou. By my Country's Cuſtom tis I claim him. 


I can have no other Hugband; | 


For all our Vows are Regiſter d in Heaven. 
Sir Philip. Humph ! thats a long way off, and 
very few Lawyers go that Circuit. I doubt you'll 


4 loſe your Cauſe for want of Evidence too 


Oli. No, Sir, ſhe has a living Witneſs of his Guilt, 


4 Boy, the very Picture of the Villain, 


Lou. A Pledge of Love, and everlaſting Faith. 
0/;, Can you defend his er, Sir / 7 
ir 
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Sir Philip. Can you defend her Folly ? Treachery 
Quotha ! He's a Traytor who weakens his King, not 
be who adds to the Number of his Subjects. You 
fy, you claim him by your Country's Cuſtom, pray 
what Country is that, Madam? 9 _ 

Lou. Holland, Sir. „ £02107 
Sir Philip. Odſo! Holland; why their High Mighti- 
neſſes ought to ſettle a Penſion upon you. I wiſh 
you much Joy of your Son, Madam. I warrant him 
a Hero, or a Politician. Ev'ry Exgliſb-Man's Son, 
merrily begot, proves a Great Man. Fools and Cow- 
ards are the Product of our Wedding Sheets. I wiſh 
he had laid ſuch a Foundation in my Family, be- 
fore the Lawfulneſs of the Pleaſure ſpoils the Breed. 

Oli. Are theſe fit Speeches for a Daughter's Ear? 
And this the Language of a Vertuous Parent? 

Sir Philip. The Vertue of a Parent conſiſts in In- 
tereſt and Cunning now- a- Days, as your Sex's Mo- 
deſty does in Pride and Affectation. 

Oli. Monſtrous Precepts 

Sir Philip. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you had nothing but 
Mr. Freenan's bare Word? 

Lou. Words of the moſt Sacred Form! Vows of 
Eternal Faith | Eternal Conſtancy ! 

Sir Philip. But how the Devil cou'd you expect 
Peformance? Can any Man promiſe for Futurity ? 
You ſhould have got him into Bonds. Hereafter let me 
adviſe you, Lo nothing till you have em under 
Black and White. Then, if they fly the Parſon, 
catch em with the Proctor. | 

Lou. Unmannerly Advice; but I was told before I 
came, what ſmall Regard you paid to Juſtice. —It is 
in you, Madam, that all my Hopes are center d. 
Oli. Depend on me, in all I can. 

Sir Philip. No whiſpering in my Houſe, no cabal- 
ing, no underhand Dealing. — Look ye, Madam, 
the Man's diſpos'd of; but if you will let me know 
whereabouts your Fortune may be, I'll do my En- 
deavour to get you a Husband.— I will, Faith. 
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Lou. Since Injur'd Vertue is become your Sport, 
And you, inſtead of pitying, mock my Sorrow, 


TUI try all Arts that may his Soul ſubdue; 
But if 1 fail bis Paſſion to renew, 
The Traytor dies, to be reveng d on you. [Exit, 


Oli. Why will you raiſe her Indignation thus? 
Do you not dread the Conſequence ? 
Baſe as he is, will you not guard his Life? 


5 Oh! call her back, and calm her Paſſion ; 
If you prevent not, you encourage Murder. 


Ssir Philip. No, no, the Threats of your Sex, like 
Courtiers Promiſes, vaniſh into nothing. Paſſion has 
} left the weeping Corner, and now it bluſters like the 
North Wind, that's all. I wonder who let this Wo- 
man in, I ſhall examine that Point with my Servants. 
I Bs Aide. 

Oli. Are you a Man yet void of all Humanity? 

Sir Philip, If your Mother were alive, ſhe'd tell 
you : How dare you call me Father, and queſtion my 


4 


> Manhood? What would you make your Mother, 


Huſſey? ha 
Oli. Oh do not name my Mother! Were ſhe alive, 


you would not treat me thus. Remember your Pro- 


* miſe to Sir Jobn. h L rr 

Sir Philip. But when I made that Promiſe, he was 
Heir Apparent to Four Thouſand Pounds a Year, and 
Nobody dreamt of his being Diſinherited. — Zounds, 
do you think I'll throw away my Money upon your 


Inclination, Miſtreſs > No, mark me, Were thy Mo- 
ther here in all her Bloom of Beauty; here, here, 
upon her Knees before me, I wou'd not break my 


Word to Freeman, that is to ſay, whilſt he is Maſter 
of his Father's Eſtate ; therefore urge me no more, 


but prepare to be his Wife to morrow. D'ye hear? 


8 [ Exif. 
Oli. To morrow! ſhort Warning! yet ſhort as tis, 


I ſhall have time for Reſolution; and you ſhall find 
it, Father, as Unalterable as your own. 
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If where Pot fix'd my Love, I muſt not Wel, 
T chose u Coffin for my Bridal Bed, Exit. 
ene 


SCENE Hatcbirs Houle. 
Mrs. Watchir, Sola. 


Mrs. W. QINCE my Husband reſolves to immure 


me, I'm glad my Jayl is ſo luckily 
ſituated. Here I may hope for ſome Conſolation , 
The agreeable Addreſs of Freeman charms me ; my 
Husband's Jealouſy provokes me; and the Conveni- 
ency of that dear Door, is ſo irreſiſtable, that if 1 
ſhould not be able to withſtand Temptation, my 
Huſband may take it for his Pains : Beſides, as the 
One bad as. good commit the Fau't, 
As always to be Guilty thought. 
There's ſome Pleaſure in reſlecting upon paſt De- 
lights; and Confinement will {it more eaſy, when one 
knows one deſerves it; but to be ſhut up for nothing; 
is not to be borne. | 


Enter Lucy. 
Well, Lacy: Have you given the Signal ? 


Lucy. There was no need of a Signal, Madam: I 
found Mr. Freeman in my Chamber, waiting the 


happy Minute. Oh! were theſe Men but half fo 


eager after Poſſeſſion! — But then, the Park, the Play, 
2 Bottle; nay, an Afternoon's Nap, ſhall have impor- 
taht Buſineſs in't. But here he is, Madam. 


Enter Ned Freeman, and runs into ber Arms. 


Ned. My Charmer! I have ſtood Centinel at my 
Window theſe Two Hours, to watch your old Jay lor 
631 . 22 ... ©. 
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out; and the Moment I ſaw him Hebble over the Chan- 
nel, 1 flew to the kind Doot, impatient to be let into 
Paradiſe. | 


Mrs. Wat. The impatient'ſt Lover, at the Beginning 


ol an Amour, cortififonly proves the moſt indolent © 
after Poſſeſſion, they ſay. 


= 


Ned. That, Madam, in a great meaſure, depends 


F upon the Wit and Temper of the Lady; After En- 
” joyment; Love grows nice; Beauty kindles up the 


Flame: But there is more required to keep that Flame 
alive: But you may boaſt your Sex's whole Perfection: 
He who puts on your Chains, muſt be your Slave for 
Ever. Where Souls ſympathize, the Bodies fear n. 


Separation. When I but kifs thee [ Embrecing ber 
my Heart flutters at my Lips, as if twould tell thee 
every Thought within. 

Mrs. . Bleſs mel what do you mean? I doubt you 


have naughty Thoughts! — Give us the Cards. 


Come, I muſt have my Revenge. 


Ned. That you ſhall, with all my Soul, inſtantly. 
Mrs. WV. Be quiet then, and take the Cards. 
Ned. The Cards! Nv, no, my Angel, I ſhall beat 


you at Cards; there is a ſweeter Game for your Ne- 
© venge. x 


Mrs. W. Piſh ! what Game ? — Lud! = ou 


ſmother one. Suppoſe any of the Servants ſhould be 


upon the Stairs? —— Lacy | 5 
+ Lacy. [ofide.] Humph! I underſtand her. INN take 
Care of that, Madam. | Exit. 
Ned. You ſee, my Life, Mrs. Lucy knows her Bu- 


F : ſineſs: 8 we neglect ours ? 


Mrs. W. Buſineſs! What Buſineſs > Oh Lud ! what 


would you have me do? [ Strnepling 4 little. 


Ned. Make me the happieſt of Mankind. A thous 


+> ſand Loves are dancing in your Eyes. Your balmy 
Lips and heaving Breaſts invite me to the Banquet. 


Mrs.W. Don't talk to me thus, you inſinuating 


Devil, you! —— Let me go! Oh gad! 1 ant able 
to ſtruggle any longer! 4 


Ned. 
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that Pleaſure which your Conſent fo infinitely would 
raiſe ? Come, lead me to my Bliſs, where, folded in 


each other's cloſe Embraces, we'll bid Defiance to a 
Huſband's Frown, and kiſs, and laugh at all his 


 _ zealous Folly, 


Mrs. W. Oh gad]! —— Oh, oh Lud! —1 have 
not Breath to anſwer — Oh, oh ! I muſt not — 
dare not — will not ——Oh Lud! —1 have ſuch a 


Swimming in my Head! —— Let me go! — Tho 
ĩt you do, I am ſure I ſhall fall down. 


[Sinks into bis Arms. 

Ned. Oh my yielding Dear! ——— Where the 
Duce thall I find the Bed Chamber? 

Mrs.W. Tis the next Room. —— Ha! What 
have I ſaidꝰ Did you name the Bed - Chamber? Oh 
Gad! I won't go into the Bed-Chamber. 

Ned. No, no, no, my Dear, I would not offer to 
injure your Modeſty with ſuch a Thought for the 


World. Go into the Bed- chamber! No, no, I'll carry * 


thee thither. [Takes her in bis Arms. 
Mrs. W. Nay, how can you be fo rude? Lord, 
whither are you going? I ſwear I have a good Mind 
to cry out. [ Lucy ſhrieks without. 
Ned. Ha! What Shriek is that? | 
Met. V. Tis Lucy's Voice! Set me down, ſet me 
down my Huſband is moſt certainly return'd. 
What ſhall l do? O Invention! O invention! | Pax/es. 
© Ned. Pox take him for an unmannerly Churl, to 
make a Gentleman riſe from Table before he has 
taſted the firſt Diſh ; and with ſuch an Appetite too! 
Mrs. V. Oh gad! don't loiter here; but fly, fly, Sir! 
Ned. But whither, Madam? Whither > Which way 
can | get up Stairs, without meeting him full in the 
Teeth? Except you have any back- way. 
Mrs. V. l'll venture; (for it is impoſſible for him 


to get out.) Here, here, here, Sir, ſtep behind this 


Screen, and ſtir not for your Life, till 1 give you 
Notice, | Ned goes behind the Screen. 
8 Enter 


* 


Nod. Why will you ſtruggle at all > Why deſtroy - : 


bd fk + LL. 


Py — 
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Enter Watchit, and Lucy. 


at. What the Devil did you ſhriek out for? To 
give Warning, Mrs. Scriech-Ow!l ? | 3 

Lacy. Warning ! of what, I wonder ? Who could 
you expect to catch, that you came creeping vp in 
this Manner, to fright a-body out of one's Wits? You 
＋ 128 to come near my Lady but Flies, that 
know of, | 


Mrs. W. [Throwing herſelf upon the Eloor.] Ob, Mi- 


ſery ! — Oh, oh, oh! —— 
Wart. Nothing but Flies! why Flies breed Maggots, 
Huſley. 


Mrs. V. Oh undone ! Undone for ever | 

Lacy. Oh my poor Lady on the Floor ! Help, Sir, 
help, Where have you put the Gentleman, 
Madam ? - | [ Afide to Mrs:W, 

Mrs. V. Behind the Screen. [A/ide.] Oh, oh! 

Wat. Pud, What is the Matter, Pad? 

Mrs. V. | fear 1 have broke my Leg, Mumps. 

Wat. Heaven forbid ! —— Though if ſhe has, there 
will be one Advantage in't; ſhe won't teize me to go 
abroad theſe two Months. [ A/ide.] Let me ſee; 
where-abouts haſt thou hurt thy pretty Leg ? 

Mrs.W. Juſt in my Inſtep, Mumps! — Oh, oh! 

Wart. Lucy! Where are you, Huſſey ! help me 
to ſet your Miſtreſs in a Chair. How cameſt thou to 
tall, Pudſey ? [ They lift her into a Chair. 

Mrs. V. Why, hearing her ſhriek, I ran haſtily to 
ſee what was the Matter ; and my Heel happening to 
catch in my Hoop, down I came, with my Foot 
double under me. — Oh dear Mumps! you hurt me 
terribly ! Pray lead me to my Bed, that 1 may lie 
down till a Surgeon can be ſent for. 

Ned. | Peeping | Well propos'd ! 2 

Wat. No, no, let me rub it a little 1 don't find it 
is broke : One muſt not make Surgeon's Work of every 


little Accident. It is not broke, P,d/cy, that's W | 
cy. 
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Lucy. I wiſh your Neck had been broke, when you 
came Home. [ Aſide. | 
Wat. It may be ſprain'd, perhaps. I have ſome | 

Cora mphirated Spirits of Wine in the Corner: Cupboard, | 
behind that Screen. I'll fetch it, and bathe it with | 


fame of that. It is exceeding good for a Sprain. 


Nee [Peeping] 80! I find a Law: ſuit commenced | 


"Are. W V. It he comes near the Screen, I'm undane. 


the Gentleman ? 


Mrs. W. Oh dear, dear, Maps do not leave me. 
Give Lucy the Key; let her fetch it. | Carches hold of bim. 


Lucy. Ay, ay, Sir, give me the Key 3 and da you 


ep rubbing, that the Blood may circulate, 
of, as ay Well ſaid, Mrs. Abigail. 


dear Mumpſy | Methinks there's 2 | 
kind of Eaſe vail you are rubbing it. Oh, 


. C ile No, no, ſhe can't find it; ſhe'll fling 


= ſome of the Bottles; that's all the Goad melt | 


Mrs V. Oh, L ſhall ſwoon, if you ſtir, Mumps! —- 


I fhall, I ſhall! - [ Catches hold of hin. 
War. Well, well! I wap't 900 Lou Women are 

ſo impatient Here, Lacy, take the Key. It is in | 

Oryſtal Bottle. Don't you do Miſchief now, 


amongſt the reſt of the Spirits. 


Watchut # 


tubbing her Foot. 
_ Lug. She bec 


you to ga out, Sir. 


Ned. 1 underſtand her. But if the old Fellow | 


ſhould look up! 


Luc. No, no, never fear; HI help to ſcreen you 
from his Sight, (Runs and flaps call. by ö 
Wat . 


* 


Ade. 
Lucy. What, in the Name of Jupiter, will become of 


Ned. 2. [Peeping] | wiſh. [ were a Spirit to go aut un- J 
517 Watchit heckons Ned 10 go off, whilſt old * 


. 
as a. 
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| Watchit] Here, here; Sir, here's the Bottle. m fure 
7-, tis the right. 

N t. What is the Devil in the wench! have you 2 
4, | a Mind to lame me, Huſley ? Why dont you pull 
th > out the Cork? 

Ned advances, but as Watchit looks up, retires.” 

ed _ Mrs W. Hang the Cork. — Rub, rub, rub, dear 


* Munmps. 
x Lucy. [Beckons Ned] Now, now, now. 
le., War. What's now, now! ha! , 
of Lucy. Why, now the Cork's out Lord, you don't t 


mind my Miſtreſs's Foot? 

Mrs. V. | Afide.] Ah! he will catch him, that's cer- 
tain. — l have ſuch a Terror upon me, that 'm 
diſarm'd of all Excuſes; 

Wat. Where lies thy Pain, Pad? 

Mrs. V. Juſt where you are. 

That 1 dare ſwear [A/ide.] — Bleſs me, Sir, 
bow my Lady's Ancle ſwells? - 

Wat. Your Noſe - ſwells, don't it What do you 
iright your Miſtreſs for, Huſſey ? I ſee no Sweb 


ng 

Lucy. I dont know bow he Thould. [ Aſide. 

Ned. | Aſide.] She might have laid a Foundation tor a 
Swelling, if you had been Civil enough to have ſtay d 


im. 
ire away half an Hour longer. 
a | [Advancing to the middle of the Stage. 
an. | Wet. Come, try to ſtand upon't, Pudſey: 

x Mrs. V. LSbrieſing.] Ah! my dear, dear Life and 
m- Soul! I cannot bear it! 


As Watchit 75 701 ing ber up, ſhe Wis ber arms 

Shout bis Neck to prevent bis ſeeing Ned. 

War. [Struggling] What, will you ſmother me? How 
now! Who have we here? 

Ned. So! he has me! —1 admit you TER your 
Doors open, Sir, and not a Servant in the W ay to 
take a Meſſage. 

Wat. Had you any to ſend up, Sir ? 1: don't like'a 


Man that comes up to my Noſe ; then tells me; I ad- 
E mire 


— 


— 
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mire you leave your Doors open. —— Zounds, was the 
not a Knocker to the Door ? | 
Ned. I did knock, Sir; but my Buſineſs would not 


give me leave to wait. | | 

Wat. Buſineſs! ——What, to rob my Houſe ? or lie 

with my Wite, I warrant, had ] been out of the Way. 

[A/de} ——1I pray you, ſweet Sir, What may your 
baſty Buſineſs be ? | 

Ned. What, in the Name of Jupiter, ſhall I pre- 

IA ide. 


tend? | 


. Mrs. V. [ Afide to Lucy] Oh Lud! what Tale can 


he invent? | tremble every Joynt of me. 
Lucy. | Afide to Mrs. 59 lt he proves of the true 
Ir:/þ Breed, all may go well yet. 44% 

Wat. 1 am afraid, Sir, you have forgot your Buſi- 
neſs. —— A clean-hmb'd young Raſcal, this; —— 
and has adamn'd Cuckold-making Air : Zounds, how 
my Wife eyes him! | I Aide. 

Ned. I have it; Impudence protect me [Aſide.] 
The Affair I come upon, Sir, requires your private 
Ear. ä wh. - 7 | 75 

Wat. Sir, I keep my private Ears, for my public k 
Friends. I have ſurvey'd' you round, and round; 
and, to be plain, I don't like your Phiz, and, may be, 
I ſhall like your Buſineſs worſe. Therefore, will hear, 
whether it be worth going out of the Room tor or not. 

Ned. ] can eaſily pardon your Diſlike to my Face; 
but | muſt inſiſt upon ſpeaking with you alone. 

War. I inſiſt upon your ſpeaking here, Sir ——The 

Dog will cut my Throat, perhaps. _ [4/fade. 
. . Mrs. V. V'm in pain for the Event. [ A/ide 19 Lucy. 


Lucy. The Gentleman promiſes well; Have Cou- 
rage, 8 75 Ill Aſſde to Met. W. 

Ned. But your Reputat on is concern'd, Sir. 
at. My Reputation does not depend npon your 
Tongue, Sir; and I'll not ſtir a Foot. | 


Ned. But have you no Regard to your Lady, Sir? 


for I perceive this is your Wife, 


p 
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Tat. And what of that, Sir? What have you to 
ſay againſt my Wife? Ont with it. | 
Ned. 1 have nothing to ſay, Sir, againſt your Wife. 
Vat. Sdeath, Sir! What is your Buſineſs? What 
have you to ſay ? Speak, Sir; — Or, or — 
Ned. Nay! if 1 muſt ſpeak here! Then know, Sir, 
Jam employed by Sir Andrew Gudgeon. 
at. Gudgeon ! ] doubt, Friend, you have miſtaken 
your Fiſh; tor | know no Man of that Name. | 
Ned. Hark ye, Sir, a Word. | Speaks in bis Ear | 
ey know his Wife, | ſappoſe, it you don't know 
im. | 
at. Wife! what Wife? Ad's Heart! ſpeak out, 
and keep farther off. — This Dog's a Pick-pocket, 
tor aught I know. __ [Afide. 
„ Ned. Why then, | muſt tell you, Sir, that Sir Andrew 
will have Satisfaction, before he and you have done. 
7 3 * War. Satisfaction for what, Sir? | 
Ned. For lying with his Wife, Sir, ſince you will 
have it out. 
: Mrs.IW. Adultery! Very fine, truly ! 
Lucy. Bleſs me! who could have thought, that my 
Lady had not been ſufficient for you, Sir? 
at. Zounds! what do you mean, Sir? Do you 
z thnk to make a Gadgeon of me? 
Ned. Nor you muſt not think to make a Cuckold of 
3 Sir Andrew, without making him Satisfaction, Sir. | 
don't value your high Worde, nor your big Looks. 1 
am not to be frighted out of my Buſineſs, Sir. I am a 
Proctor in the Biſhop's Court, and employ'd by Sir 
Andrew, to exhibit a Libel againſt you for Inconti- 
nency. 
1. War Oh Lord ! oh Lord! I incontinent ! VII be 
$;udg'd by my own Wife. — Pd! — come hither, 
*Pud — ſpeak the Truth, and no more bat the Truth, 
3Z—Didſt thou ever find me a Man given that way? 
Mee. V. 1 wonder you have the Aſſurance to loox 
me in the Face I find your Suſpicions of my Vertue, 


proceeded from the Weakneſs of your own ——Un- 
f 1 grateful 
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grateful Man]! Have 1.kiſs'd and hugg'd you in my 
Arms tor this ? I | Burſts ſeemingly into Tears; 
Lu Ah! did ever think this of you, Sir? You 

Wo have ſuch a tender, fond, loving, lovely Wife of 


your own! | can't help weeping to ſee my Poor Lady 
ſo ill treated. 


Vat. as ever innocent Man thus baited ? 

Mrs. V. Ah, .Mumps ! | never thought you were ſuch 
a Hypocrite. How often have you told me, 
what a cry ing Sin Adultery is! And 

at. This muſt be a Trick to abuſe me! — Get our 
of my Houſe, Sir. Zounds, get out of my Houſe ! 

ed. Get but of your Houſe! Get ready your Bail, 
Sir. The Allegations againſt you are ſo plain, and 
poſitive, you'll ſcarce have any Room for an Evaſive 
Anſwer, or to croſs-examine the W itnefles upon New 
Interrogatories, Sir, ——Mind that. 

ut. You and your Interrogatories had beſt march 
off, Sir, without any more to do, or 

Mrs. V. It might adviſe you, make up this Mat- 
ter, and don t expole yourſelt. 

Wat. hy Pad ! do you think I am guilty, Pad? 
Oh Lud! ch Lud! oh Lud! 

Mr V. Why, can you have the Aſſurance to tay 
it, after what the Gentleman has ſaid ? 

Nel. His denying it, Madam, will ſignify nothing ; | 
we have unqueſtionable Proofs; Cauſes of this Na- 
ture never come into our Court without Demon- 
{| ation. He muſt un ergo the Sentence uſual 
in theſe Caſes. — Which is, To ſtand in a White; 
Sheet, and humbly confeſs his Faults before the Con- 
gregation. Beſides which, [Turning to Him.) you 
will be compelled to pay Coſts and Damages. ——=— | 
And it you are found Guilty of Contumacy, as your 
preſent Behaviour ſeems to wen; we n get 
you Excommunicated. bil tm | 

Met Excellent F * | [ Afede. 
Ned. Upon which comes out the Writ Excommunt- 
eule Capie ndi That; * yon up in an Iaſtant; 
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carries you ta the next Jayl, and delivers you into 
Saluo Cuſtodio; without Bail, or Mainprize. 

Wat. What, hoa ! within there? Where-are all my 
Raicals ? Huſſey. go look em, {puſhes Lucy] and 
bid 'em call a Conflable. Ill Bail and Mainprize 
you, I warrant you, Sirrah : Why don't you go? 
; = [To Lucy, 

Lacy. ru not ſtir a Step Ton wicked Man, 
you / 5 
Ned. A Conſtable that may not be fo well. [A/ de. 


I'm not afraid of a Conſtable, Sir. Send for him, 


and welcome; but the leaſt Noiſe you make in this 
Affair, the better, Sir Nicholas 

Mrs.W. Sir Nicholas ! here muſt be ſome Miſtake 1n 
this; my Huſband's Name is not Nicholas, Sir! 

Ned. What ſay you, Madam ? Is not this Sir Ni- 
cholas Widgeon 
4 Wat. No, nor Woodcock neither, as vou ſhall find, 

ir! 

Ned. Bleſs me ! What have I been ſaying all this 
while? I ask your Pardon, Sir, with all my — 
How the Vengeance cou'd I make ſuch a Blunder ? ? 
was directed next Door to the Sun. 

Lucy. If I miſtake not, Sir Nicholas lives at - the 
next Houſe but one. I am glad to find it a Miſtake, 
Sir, and that you are not guilty of wronging fo * 
a Woman, as my Lady is. 

Wat. It is a very pretty Miſtake, tho”, to come in- 
to a Man's Houſe, and abuſe, and threaten him with 
White-Sheets, Penance, and the Devil ; and then, I 
ask your Pardon, Sir. A Pox on you and your 
Pardon too, Sir. 

Ned. Nay, you have Reaſon to be angry, I own, 
Sir- and | wiſh I knew how to make you ſome 
Satisfaction. Madam, Can yon forgive me? 
Upon Honour, I'm in ſuch Confuſion! 

Mrs. W. 1 believe him. [ Aſide.] The Pleaſure of 
finding my Huſband innocent, inclines me the more 


rally to pardon your Miſtake, Sir, 


Ni #] 
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Ned. I proteſt, Sir, I am very much out of Coun- 
tenance! | bY 
at. I wiſh you were ont of my Houſe, Sir.— _ 
Ned. If you ſhou'd ever have any Buſineſs in 
— Commons, Sir, | aſſure you, no Body ſhall 
at. J aſſure you, Sir, that nothing can oblige me- 
more, than to ſee your Backſide; and ſo, ſweet Mr. 
Proctor, with your Excommunicato Capiendi, I am 
your very humble Servant. K 
Ned. Sir, I am yours intirely. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Wat. Charming Fellow ! ;. [ Aſide: 
at. Pox take him, he has given me the Palpitati- 
on of the Heart, which I ſhan't get rid of theſe two 
Hours. — Why, what a multitude of Troubles 
will this poor Sir Nichalas be in now? His Sweet Meat 
will have Sowre Sauce, ——— Odd, there's a pretty 
Penny to be made of theſe Cackold-making Dogs, if 
one could but catch em Napping. [ Aſide. 
 Mrs.W.| Afide.]Well, this is a Jewel of a Man, I.ucy. 
Lucy. Ay, Madam, this Man has a Genius, and 
deferves a Woman. | | A/ide to her. 
War. I can't get this Fellow's Miſtake out of my 
Head; it is a curſed odd one, methinks. [ A/ede. 
Lucy. How does your Foot do, Madam? 
- Mrs. V. Pretty well, I think, Lacy: Your Hand 
has done me exceeding Service, Mumps. * 
Vat. Ay, ay, Chick, evry one don't know the Vir- 
tue of a warm Hand. ——I don't like th's ſudden 
Cure. To roar ont, but now when I touch'd it; 
and now to walk about, as if nothing ail'd her. 
Lucy. If you were a Surgeon, Sir, and cou d efſed 
Cures fo ſoon, you'd grow Rich apace. __ 
Wat. | Afide.] I wiſh you, and your Miſtreſs, have 
not all your I might not always be ſo 
Jacky. | een 
Lucy. To prevent your being made a Cuckold, I 
grant you. N ideen [ A/ide. 
* War. 


. 
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Mat. I took this, juſt in the Nick. | 
Lucy. Or ſhe had Nick'd you. | [ A/ide. 


Hat. That is to ſay, juſt as 'twas done. 
Lucy. Nay, before it was done; to my Lady's 


Sorrow. Aſide. 


Mee. . Well, Mumps! J muſt remind pou ot your 
Promiſe: I muſt go out to Day. 

Vat. Fy, fy, you would not walk upon your 
Foot ſo ſoon; would you? 

Mrs. IW. Pho! | tell you my Footis well : 'Beides, 
can take a Chair. 

_ Prithee, | what Buſineſs haſt thou abroad, 
Wife 

Mrs. V. Why, I want to go to Chapel, in the firſt 


Place. 


Wat. The Saints will bear you as well, from n your 
Cloſets, ©: : | 
Are. I/ I can't pray in my Cloſet. 
Mat. Nor any where elſe, I believe. [4 A 
Mrs. V. Beſides, here are Prieſts in London. 7] 
Wat. Ay! Enough to corrupt the whole Nation.— 
Mrs.W. And it is a mortal Sin not to Confeſs, hen 
tis in one's Power to do it. 
Wat. Pray, what Sins have you committed, that 
you are in ſuch haſte to unburthen? 
_ Mrs, V. Lou are not quality'd to: know. "art 
IWat. Well, ſince your Conſcience accuſes you, you 


ſhall have a Prieſt. I'll fend to the What d ye-call- 


em Ambaſſador's, for one of his; who ſhall take 
your Con feſlion in your Cloſet ; but Il! ſtand at the 
Door: For I would not truſt one of theſe Pardons 
ſelling Rogues: They have ſuch convincing Arguments 
tor Cuckoldom. 

Mrs. W. Why, do you think, Sir, that Ill be ſhut 
up thus, for ever? 

Wat. Nay, if you begin to exalt your Voice, then 
I muſt tell you, It is my Pleaſure to have it ſo. Let 
n ſuffice, | 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. M. No, that will not ſuffice; for it's again 
my: Inclination. 

Wat. Which is not to 8 ſaffic'd ? for you are 
never ſatisfy d with gadding ; if we Huſbands ſhou d 
always follow our Wives lnclinations, we mould be in 
2 fine Condition. 

Lucy. I am ſure you! have all Conditions, but good 
ones. Ade. 


Mrs. W. s this your Matrimoiilal Vow! to impri- 


l me; Tou that wou'd Cheriſh, Love, and Wor- 
ip me! | 

Wat. So 1 do, dont l, my: dear Fleſn and Blood > 
Thou are my Goddeſs, and J adore Thee; and can- 
not: ſuffer Thee out of my Sight. 
Lacy. If you Two are One Fleſh, how come you 
to ha ve ſuch different Minds, pray, Sir ? | 
—4 Becauſe che Mind has nothing to do with the 
* Mrs. V. That's your Miſtake, Sir; the Body Is 
govern'd by the Mind. So much Philoſophy I know. 
Wat. Yes, yes; I believe you underſtand. Natural 
- Philoſophy very well, Wife : I doubt the Fleſh has 
got the better of the Spirit in you. — Look ye; 
Madam! Ev'ry Man's Wife is his Vineyard; you 
are mine, therefore 1 Wall you in. Ads - budikins, 
ne er a Coxcomb in the Kingdom, ſhall plant o much 
; a a Primroſe in my Ground. 

Met. V. I am ſure, your Management will pro- 
duce nothing. but Thorns: 0 0 

Tat. Nay, ev'ry Wife is a Thorn in ber Hus- 
band's Side; Your whole Sex is a kind of Sweet- 
Bryer, and he who meddles with it, is fure to prick 
his Fingers. 
Lucy. That is, when you handle us too ronglly 
Mrs. W. You are a kind of Rue; 3 neither good for 
f Smell nor Taſte. 
at. But very wholeſoias, wie I 
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Mr. V. Ay, fo they ſay of all Bitters; yet I 
wou'd not be obligd to feed upon Gentian, and 
Wormwood, ** 

Wat. No, you like Sweet-Meats better. 


* 


Mr. IV. Confinement wou d Cloy me with Them | 


* , 
* 


at. Or you are no Woman. 


_ Mrs. But what do's this ſignify to our Marriage 


rticles? You know the Forfeiture, if you deny ine 
hoſtly Aid. | 


Vat. A Thouſand pounds. You bit me there. 


Have a care I don't bite you again. Ade. — Well, 
well, you ſhall have this Ghoſtly [4 But do 
you conſider, you never had the Small-Pox, and it 
never was ſo Mortal as now; therefore it is not con- 
yenient you ſhou'd go Abroad; indeed it is not, 
Pudſey. Tis out of pure Love to thee, Faith, 
my Dear ; for the Small-Pox wou'd ſpoil that pretty 
Face: It wou'd truly, Pad: Prithee now, believe 
thine own Mumps. 5 
Mr. V. Away! — Ihate your Wheedling. Thoſe 
who languiſſi under the Plague, need not fear the 


Small Pox. „ 
̃kxxit with Lucy. 


. ITS. as 
Put. Humph! Say you ſa? 1 ſhall indeed be a 
Plague to you, if I catch you tardy, Gentlewoman. 
Odd, I can't put this Foot of hers out of my Head; 
it looks like an Excuſe to conceal ſome ſecret Failing, 
and puts me in mind of à youthful Stratagem of 


my own. Having been a little Familiar with one 


of my Mother's Maids, and like to have been 
caught, I cut my Finger, and pretended I came for a 
Rag to bind it up. —This Fellow with his Ex- 
communicdto Capiendi, too, may have more in't than 
I can ſee through: I reſolve to examine my Servants, 
if ever they ſaw him before; but in Perſonating this 
Prieſt, I ſhall know all. 
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f Lucy liſtenixg. 
1 Shall you ſo? 
VVat. 1 have beſpoke a Diſguiſe ; ; VA am reſolv d 


to take her Cohfellion my felt.” 
Luc. Indeed! — My * ſhall know your Con- 

trivance; and if ſhe does not ft you tor. your Cu- 
rioſſ ty, 1 am . old Gentleman. 


[Exit. 


par. if ſhe has Cuckolded me, tho but in Thought, 
J will enjoin her ſuch a Penance! | 


und:! I I! 2 fwinge, ſo worrify tho Fade, 
Thar ſhe ſhall ne' er forger my Ghoſtly Aid. 


# © l . . 
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4er II. 


SCEN E. Widow Headleſs's gu. She Piping 
Howes! the Du ſt with her Handherchief.” | 


rn us ee . 


Widow. % PEN UDITH: What haſt thou been 
15 =3) doing all this Morning, that my 

1 f; SB Dreihng-Room is in this Pickle ? 
Jud. Pickle! a 
Vid. Ay, Pickle, Sauce - box; 
Why doſt thou Ec cho me? | 


Full Eccho you ! 
_ VVid, Again! { —— Indeed ! ſhall flap your Chaps if 


you don't learn to leave off repeating my Words after 

1 | 
Jud. After you ! — Marry ,T- 
Ma | Groes ber a Box o the Ear] Tou will Fay it 


= 


Tull Will do what? Chem zhour, chem can do no- 
thing to pleaſe you ! Chem clean 'd it as it hod bin vor 


min Life; 70 | dud. 
Vid. Life! what is thy Life, Mücheen 0 


clean Room ? Doſt thou imagine Rooms lie thus at 


Court ? Ha, Slattern? un! | 
Jud. They can t lie better, l think. | 


F 2 VTid 
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_ VVid. Think! Why doſt thou think, Animal ? 
What haſt thou ta do with Thought ? Mind thy own 


WITS thy Noddle with Thought, 
Euer Sir Philip, and Tally. 


. 
| "AR wr my Lord, and Sir Philip ! / ol am band 
to de caught in this Diſorder! 
Sir Phil. My Lord and J have been fetching 4 Walk, 
and I could not perfuade his Lordſhip to paſs by your 
Door, Couſin, without calling, You are his North, 
and he is embark'd in the Cock. boat of Love, and i 1s 
conſtantly pointing this way. 
| j VVid. You are very pleaſaurthi Morning, Sir Philip. 
Ut. 
Tally. I aſk your Pardon, Madam ; but finding 
your Door open, and no- body in the way, the Knight 
undertook to be Maſter of the Ceremonies, as well as 
to anſwer the Reproa ches I might. reaſonably expect 
from you, for this Liberty 
.VVid. Oh, good my 48 no "no Apology ! That ought 


1 
22 
r 


to be done by me for the Diſorder your Lordſhip finds 


me in. — Go, Beeſom, and look for your Fellow- 
Puzzles, and aſk.” em, Why. they leave my Doors open ? 
I ſhall be robb'd one of theſe Days. —— Sure, never 
any-body was ſo: fatigu'd with Servants as I am. 
oy you ever viſit a Lady in a Stable before, m 

ord? Oh gad! I ſhall be ſtuck, mir'd, laid f. 
and forc'd to be dug out like a Paras. 
5 [Holde up her Coat s, and walks FIR 

| Taly. A stable, Madam! I proteſt I think your 

Hounſe is as much in Order, as any Lady's in London. 
Sir Phil. Ay, my Lord, there are few of the Quali- 
ty ſuch Houſewives, as my Couſin. If it be your 
Lordſhip's good Fortune to marry her, ſhell 21 the 
Ladies at Court a Pattern. 


P Pid. Fy, Sir Tap! This to my Face ! it looks 


like genes = 


Tach. 
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Taly What would be Flattery to another, is but 
doing you . Juſtice, Madam. — 

' VVid. Women have no Defence againſt the fine 
Things you well-bred Men ſay. To raiſe our Vanity, 
and make us have a good Opinion of ourſelves, you 
are ſure, is one way to be well in our Eſteem. 
Tach. I ſhould think myſelf the happieſt Man 
living, if I cou'd percave 1 had the lea Share in 
yours, Madam. 

Sir Phil. His Lordſhip complains, Couſi in, that you 
are Inexorable. -Hark ye, one Worf with you. 
Don't over-ſtand your Market. A Man of Quality 
is not to be caught every Day. -- fi 

"Fair. Lenin] Theres an old Rogue, ee 

Ide. 
ww 4. Won 4 you have me  marrya Man as —— 
he aſks'me the Queſtion, Sir Philip ? 1 think, to have 
an Amour with a Perſon of Rank Known and talk d of, 
is one of the greateſt Inducements to Matrimony ; 

eſpecially if it gives the reſt of my Sex Pain. 
far, [A/ide] Right Woman, on my Conſcience ! 


1 FVd. My Lord! won't your Lordſhip pleaſe to reſt 
yourſelt ? 


'Faly. My Reſt depends upon your Ladyſhip. 

Fain. 40. de] Who ſhall never be a Reſting- place for 
you to Tally on. 

Vid. Im certain, tis not in my power to give 
your Lordſhip Pain. 
— 80 — Another Tonga but 1. {poul, the Dia- 
ve. 


Enter Fainwell. | 
.. Tally, More than your whole Sex. 


VVid. Your Lordſhip will make me vain. 

Sir Phil. If there could be any Audison to = 
Vanity that thou haſt already. 

VVid. Oh, Peffery - Well, have you delivered all 
my Meſſages ? 


Fain. 
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. Faiz, Be Meſs, I think ſo, _ 

VVid. Ha! oa if [Looking wo gage at 2 
Fin. How many dud vou gi me, Forfooth ? 

, VVid. Madam, Oh che Clodho pper! [Af de. 

Lein. Mrs. What-ni-cull- avs þ at own Hog Head, was 
gone out, chu'd feem. © 

Vid. Madam Blockhead. | 


"Sir Phil, Ha, ha, ba! this 1 ls like to be a Werden 


Scene. | 
.'V Vid. How often muſt] infirud you to beliavs 


your ſelf before COU 4 Will you never learn 
Manners, Booby ? 

Fain. Na, l ſhan't, an om go on at thick ſame 
flip-flap Rate. —Nouns, an thick be London- Breed- 
mg, ſend me into the Country agen, I ſay. + 

wy 1 If 1 were thy Lady, Fellow, thou mould 
have y Wiſn. 

Fain. Say yo ſo > Ay! but Curſt Cori habe ſhort 
a, we ſay in our Country. — | ſhall never be 
you Servant, I hope! 

| x How now; Sauſe box! do you know who you 
ta to ? 

Fain, way 1 do — better than” you think for, me- 
ha 

ehh. L. Caf 4] 0 that > S Death, if this Bum: 
kinty Dog ſhould know 'me, he Il ſpoil all. 


VVid. I have a good Mind, Sirrah to daſh your 


Teeth doun your Throat, 
Fain. So yow ma' an you 1 555 What dass he 


meddle wi' me for, then? 1906 not meddle wi' him; 


dud I? 
Sir Phil. You'll r your IS broke in London, 


Sirrah. I admire my Lord does not Cane you, Scoun- | 


d of. elt 
e His being this Lady" 8 Servant protects bim. 
Fuin. No, it is that 3 ons ; for an 1 Ire 1 


is my Countey — 
| 5 10h. 


[Groes: him a Bax ot A* — 


— 


food Coax 2h, = 
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ly, This Fellow and I muſt have a little Confa- 

fever al I myſt; ſtop his Mouth. 1 
id. Sirrah, no more of your Impudence; but give 


me an Account of the Buſineſs I ſent you about. | How 
does Lady Lucy, Lady Lock-up, Lady Love. it, Lady 


Set-up, Lady Comely, Lady Revel, Lady Ramble, 


Mrs. Prim, Mrs. Prude „Mrs. Coſtly, and Mrs. Travel? 
Fain. Nowns! her T. ongue runs like the Mill at Va- 
ou $ Orchard-End, that ſcares Crows iro the Cherry- 
re.. 
Mid. Does it ſo, Sirrah ? 
[Runs to beat bim, but Tally ſtept in FRO 

Tally. Hold, hold, dear Madam: Let me intercede 
for oY 775 this once. 

Fain. | Aſide. ] How ci vil the Dog i i 46 

id. Your Lordſhip commands me. Well, Mrs. 
Fis&-out, at the Boar's- Head, which you call the Hog 4 
Head, Clumſ y ! was gone out, you lay ? 

Kos, So ſhe was. 

Vid. How's that? 

Telly. | Afide to Fainwell.] Madam! 1 
Madam —You forget. 

Fain. Madam 

Vid. Hoa] you have ſqueez'd out Madam at t laſt. 

Fain. Squeez a — d would I had the ſqueezing 
| of yow. 

VVid. How, Sirrah, you ſqueeze me ——My Lord! 
Sir Philip! Did you ever hear ſuch a Varlet ! 

_ . Tally. You ſee, Madam, your Beauty reaches all De- 
grees. He ſpeaks his Heart, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Phil. You have him as you breed him. 

VVid. Oh, that's barbarous, Sir Philip. You don't 
know the Pains I take with my Clodpated Family. 
— el} [ Looking at Fainwell. 
Fain. Yes, they are well, Madam. An hope 
yow are well, Madam —And they'll all —or ſome of 
them, come to ſee yow, Madam. 
their Loves —— Loves ? No, no — 80 they gi 
their Service to yow, Madam An, an, an, an, 


So they gi | 


| 
: 
| 
[ 


40 The ARTIFICE. 
So that's all, Madam. — There's Madam enough for 
yow now, | think, if yow know when you have 

aly. Now Jeffery has done it. Ha, ha, ha! | 
id. I have been teaching him the diſtinguiſhing 
Rap, theſe three Days; and yet, I warrant, he'll knock 
with the ſneaking Air of a Taylor. Let's hear how 


you perform ?'.. + [| He knocks aukwardly. 
id. Execrablel —Didn't I-tell you ſo? — There, 
Blockhead. -— [She thunders at the Door. 


Fain. By'r Lady that's enough to fright all the 
id. In the Opinion of ſuch a Puppy as you are — 
Go, bid the Cook ſet on the Tea-kettle, and cut ſome 
Bread and Butter -— But, d'ye hear? don't you 
bring it dangling in your Fift; as you did Yeſterday, 
Sloven ——1If you do, I ſhall throw it at your Head, 
Sir. Remember to bring me nothing without-a Plate-: 


Dye hear? ——You han't Breaktaſted; I hope, Sir 


_ Philip? | ; 
Sir Phil. Yes, long fince: 
Tally. So have I, Madam. 


Sir Phil. Feffery's talking of Dogs, puts me in 


mind of a Meſſage from my Daughter. She bid me 
tell you, 'ſhe ex 
yet, Couſin? | 

Wid. Not yet, Sir Philip. You never {aw a poor 
Creature fo big in your Life. Feffery fetch Miſha 
hither [Fainwell gang] — Hark-ye! Hark- ye! — 
Come back. He runs upto ber Noſe. What ! — 
will yon run your Noſe into my Mouth ? Where are 
your Manners, when you leave the Room? — Still 
that *Scrape? I thought I had ſhew'd you to bend 


your Body only, and keep your Feet upon the Ground. 


Fain. By'r Lady, you ll make an ambling Nag o 
me by-and- by.. i 625 [Exil. 
— LAfde.] Nothing but thy Twenty thouſand 
Po cduld make Amends for thy Impertinence. 


88 
#« 


pects a Puppy: Has your Bitch litter'd 


—1 


— 


- 
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——1 admire you give your-ſelf the Trouble of Coun- 


try-Servants, Madam. 

id. I would not keep a Town-Servant, my Lord, 
if they would live with me for nothing. Their whole 
Attention is Drunkenneſs and Pride. The dirtieſt 


Trollnp in the Town muſt have her Top-knot and 


Tickin-ſhoes. This City ſpoils all Servants. I took 
a We/h Runt laſt Spring, whoſe Generation ſcarce 
ever knew the U'e of Stockens And — will you be- 
lieve me, my Lord? She had not liv'd with me Three 
Weeks, before ſhe ſew'd Three Penny-Canes round the 
Bottom of her Shift, inſtead of a Hoop- Petticoat. 
Sir Phil. That was ſomething better than a Wench 
at my Honſe, who dif-rob'd a Barrel, and let all the 
Ale -about the Cellar. One of the Ends of the Hoop 
working out, diſcover'd the Trick, and at the ſame 
time flung down a Side-Board of Glaſſes.— Ha, ha, ha! 
Tally. Ha, ha, ha! 4 
id. Ay, they do more Miſchief than their Necks 
are worth. If the Parliament don't lay a Tax npon 
their Pride, there will be no living. I wiſh your Lord- 


ſhip would take it into Conſideration. 


Enter Fainwell. 


| Wid. Well! — Miſba? 
Fain, By Meſs, I can't bring her; not I. 
Wid. How fo? Is ſhe ſo heavy? 


. Fain. No, ſhe's not ſo heavy: But I can't make her 
lie upon a Plate, for the Blood o' me, ſo I cant. 


Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha! Ridiculous enough! ——— 


Hs, hy't '-:\ 


id A Plate, Blockbead! a Plate! Did you ever 


ſee a Dog brought on a Plate, Clodhopper ? Did you? 


| | [Following bim about. 

Sir Phil. Pure Innocence, faith 

Fain. Nay, how do 1 know your London Vaſhons? 
Lou bad me but now, Pm zure, to bring you 


nought without a Plate; U you dud. Wid. 
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id. What! —Liviog Things! — Ha, Did I fay | 


Living Things? | 

__ Fain. Living Things! 'S'Blead, the Devil would not 
live wi'yow ——The Cobler wants Six-pence for mend- 
ing your Clogs, Zud:tb bod me tell yow. 
id. Theſe Wretches will diſtract me! — 1s that 

a Meſſage to be delivered to me in Publick ? Ha, Thick- 
ſcull? ——But ſince you had no more Wit, let me ſee 
What he has done for the Money. —— My Lord, 
youll excuſe this Piece of Ozconomy. —— 


Tally. Oh! Madam 


Fainwell Re enters, with the Clogs on a Plate. 


W:d. Did you ever ſce the Fellow of him, Sir Philip? 


I proteſt he puts me into an Agony! Why, you Thick- 

ſcull'd Raſcal! —— You unthinking Dolt! You 
ſenſeleſs Ideot! —— Was ever a Pair of dirty Clogs 
brought upon a Plate, Sirrah? ——Ha? -—— Was 
there? —Was there? —Was there? — Hedge Hog? 

[Follows him about and beats him, Sir Philip l 

Fain. What d'ye ſtrick me vor! The. Clogs 
arn t Living Things too, are they? ——By the Meſs, 
III take the Law of you, ſo | will, an yow thraſh me 
about at thick ſame Rate. S8 Blead, an yo. were a 
Man, i'd dreſs your Jacket for yow. 

Sir Phil Fy, fy, Couſin, this is not like a fine Lady. 
id. That's your Miſtake, Sir Philip; My Lady 
Fppant beats her whole Family, from her Huſband to 
her Coachman. 


LTaty. LAſide] | ſhall teach you better Manners, if | 


once | get you. 3 AF ; 

Lain CAfide.) O Money! Money! what a Charm 

| haſt Thou? | 

id. Out of my Sight, Sirrah! 

Poin. Who the Murrain, cares to ſtay in it I won- 
der? Ah! 7Feffery! Zefjery! thou art right f 
cTVd! 


Exit Fainwell. | 
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ſerv'd! — Why didſt thou leave thy Sweetheart, 
Cicely, to pine away like a Gooſe in a Penn? 

Sir Phil, Why then you are Falſe-hearted, 
Jeffery? 

Fun | have been Sir; with Shame J confeſs it, or [ 
had ne er come under Miſtreſs s Clutches, — But, 


May all fa'ſe-hearted Men my Fortune have, 
And who flights Woman, be a Woman's S/ave ! 


pve ſomewhat to ſay to you, my Lord, when Time 


ſhall ſerve. N [ds be goes out. 
Tally. l'll meet you in Covent-Garden Piazza, in 
Half an Hour. LA/ide to Famwell. 


Re Enter Fainwell. 


Fuin. Here's the Knight in Black to ſpeak wi” yo -. 
— Sir, Sir Freeman, | think you call him. | 
Vid Sir John Freeman, you mean ——Shew him 


up. 
Sir Phil. Hold, hold, let me begone firſt. I have 


ſome Reaſons why I don't care to tee him. l had 
ſome Buſineſs with you, Couſin z but I'll ſend to you. 
—— Will you walk, my Lord? Or ſhall | leave your 
Lordſhip ? 

Tally. Il wait on you, Sir Philip. I take an 
unwilling Leave, Madam : But it may not be conve- 
nient to preſs upon your Buſineſs. l long to know 
what this Fellow has to ſay tome LAſide.] ——Youg 
moſt obedient humble Servant. | 

Exit Tally and Sir Philip. 

id. I am your Lordſhip's 


Enter Sir John. 
Sir John. I ask you Pardon, Madam; I fear my 


Viſit has robb'd you of better Company. 
G 2 « 5% 6 


| 
| 
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Wid. Not at all, Sir Fobn: Your Father-in- Law. 


that was to have been, is juſt gone out; He ſeem d 


unwilling to meet you. 
Sir John. Well he might, after his per fidious Uſage. 


Wid. But is your Brother really to marry my 
Couſin 0/71 ? 


Sir John. I have Reaſon to fear it; but hope he will 


be diſappointed. I receiv d Inſtructions trom Olivia to 


wait on you, Madam, to atk a Favour of you. 7 
Mid. She may command every thing in my Power, 
Sir John. What is it? 
Sir John. That you would give a Lady ee 
ment in that Appartment which opens into the Back. 


ſtreet. 


Wid. M hat, is it the Dutch Lady, Sir Fobn ? 
Sir 7obn. The ſame, Madam, | 
id. She's welcome. May her coming prove pro- 
Pitious ! % ane $ $50; 


Enter Judith. 


F Judirb. Here's one Mr. Freeman, to wait on you, ho 
ays 
Sir John. My Brother ! What can he want? Does 


he uſe to viſit yon, Madam? 


Wid. He never was here in his Life ! I can't ima- 
ire his Buſineſs! — Would you ſee him? 

Sir John. Yes, yes; but not a Word of the Buſineſs I 
came about. 
id. You don't think me ſo indiſcreet, I hope: 
Es him FU, Judith, 


Enter Ned Freeman. 


Ned. Madam, your Servant, Ha ! Brother ! I'm 
glad to find you in ſuch good Company. My Bro- 
ther Zack's a pretty Fellow, Madam. 

id. So he is indeed, Sir. He wants nothing but a 
oy 1n 2 my Opinion. h 


_ D. Ned. 


az pd 
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Ned. | 4/ide.] Brother, I hope you conceive a Wi- 
dow, when ſhe makes ſuch Wiites in your Favour, 
She has Twenty thouſand Pounds. | 

Sir Fobn. And what then, Sir? 

Ned. What then, Sir ? Why then He who marries 
her, will be worth Twenty Thouſand Pounds — That's 
al! | 
Sir John. I would adviſe You to marry her your 
eh. 

Ned. I thank you, Sir; but I'm provided. 

Sir John. So am l. 

Ned. Why then I wiſh you Joy, Brother, if you 
are ſure of it. Madam, I have a Meſſage to 
you from Sir Philip Money-Love, who intended to 
have delivered it to you himſelf; but Company com- 
ing in, and being to meet a Lawyer at the Rummer, 
where I now left him, he was oblig'd to leave your 
Ladyſhip without telling you, that he came to know 
your Reſolution about a Piece of Land that he men- 
tioned to you ſome time ago. He would gladly buy 
it, or exchange with you for another; becauſe that 
Ground is contiguous to ſome Part of his Eſtate, 
which he 1s about to ſettle upon his Daughter. 

Vid. Pray, Sir, let my Couſin know, that | gave my 
Lawyer Orders to treat with him about that Mat- 
ter. | 

Ned. Where does your Lawyer live, Madam ? 

Vid. At Number [2] in the King's-Bench Walks 
in the Temple. Sir Phihp knows him. 

Ned. Very well, Madam. — Brother, where 
ſhall | ſee you in the Evening? 

Sir John. | am ingaged this Evening. 

Ned. You'll make one in a Country Dance to 
De | hope? For that is to be my Wedding- 

ay 

Sir Fobn. | hope to baulk you yet. [A/ide.] —— 
I can promiſe nothing for Futurity, Sir. 

Ned. Humph! You can't! what you 
pleaſe, Sir, —Madam, your moſt humble ba : 

N id. 


| 
| 
| 
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Mid. How he triumphs !——How can you bear the 
Airs he gives himſelf, Sir ohn? 
Sir John. To do him Juſtice, Madam, I believe he 


| knows nothing of my Pretenſions to 0/7079. He was 


Travelling, when firſt | made my Addreſſes; and 


ſince his Return, we have not been ſo well with one an- 


other, to communicate Things of this Nature. | 

id. | aſk your Pardon, Sir John, for keeping you 
ſtanding. Won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 

Sir John. Excuſe me, dear Madam; 1 intend to 
take this Opportunity to ſee Olivia, whillt her Jaylor's 
abroad, let the Conſequence be what it will; and let 
= know, how much we are obligd to you, Ma- 

am. | 

Vid. My good Wiſhes attend you both, Sir . 

1 Exit. 


8 8 . 2 . 8 


SCENE changes to the Pizzzr in Covent- 
Garden. 


Enter Fa inwell, Solus. 


Fain. A! not here! Sure he do's not ſuſpect me; 

and apprehend a Duel might enſue; All 
my Mealures are broke, if he ſhould. — Ho! here 
he comes, | | 


Enter Tally. 
- Tally. What can this Fellow have to ſay to me, I 


vonder? If ke has diſcover'd me, he wants a Bribe. 


But I hope it is not ſo: for I ſhou'd be loth to have 
a Secret of this Nature lie in the Breaſt of ſuch a 
Blanderer. [A/ide.]— Mr. Jeffery! J proteſt I did not 
ſee you. — Well, what can I ſerve you in? 


Fain. 


3 —— — nei a eo 4 oo, 
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Fain, In uought, that I know of, Zir; but me«haps, I 
may zerve yo. in zomewhat, Zir.— my Lord, I 
wou'd zay. | beg yowr Pardon, Zir; we dan't zee 
zouch vine Voke in our Country every Day — 20 
that I hope yow won't be angry an I ſhou'd not hit 
upon your Worſhip's Name at every turn. 

Tally. Angry! no, no, Mr. Jeffery, I hate Ceremo- 
yy. Il find he does not know me; all's ſafe. | 4/ide.] 
It it were not neceſſary that we People of Quality 
ſhou'd be diſtinguiſh'd by the Titles and - Degrees 
his Majeſty has been pleas' d to Exalt us to; I wou'd 
not care it I were call'd plain ach. 1 

Fain. If you were Exalted according to your Merit, 
you'd take your Degree at Tyburn. | Aſide. ]|—Ay, ay, 
nothing but right, Zir, nothing but right. | 

Tally. But which way am I to- be oblig'd to you, 
Mr. Jeffery? I ſhan't prove ungrateful, I aſſure 
70u.—— 
Fein. Nay, as for that, d'ye zee that's not the mat- 
ter I dan't want a Bribe. An tho' I be but a poor 
Fellow, and wears a tawdry Coat here, and am 
thumpt, and beaten about as you zee, I have an ho- 
neſt Heart in my Belly, and good Blood in me too, 
for aught I know : For yow mun underſtand, Vather 
was my Lord Frrebrand's Gardiner, when I was got, 
chou'd zeem, and they zay, Mother was a deadly pret- 
ty Woman. 
Ia. From whence you wou'd infer, that his Lord» 

ſhip might be your Father — Not unlikely; but go on 
fain. I perceive yowr Lordſhip is a Suitor to my 
-Miſtreſs. | | 

Tally. I confeſs you are a Man of Penetration. I 
am indeed an Admirer of hers, — - | 

Fin, The more's the pity, ——— I'm zorry: for't, 

Tally. Why ſo? | 

Fain. Becauſe, I'm zure ſhe'll uſe yow like a Dog: 
J han't liv'd a Month wi' her, and to my knowledge 
ſhe has made Fools of Three, or Four; main ſightly 
Men, I promiſe yow. 1 

Tally, 


OY 2 * 8 
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Tualh. The Devil! 72 
Fain. [Starts.] Mercy o me! Where, Zir? Dud 
_ yow zee any thing, my Lord? BOW 
Tally. No, no, I was only ſurpriz d. Cirſed- 
ly Ignorant ! Aide. 
Foain. Surpriz'd ! be meſs, the Devil wou'd ſurprize 
ony Man, an tho' he were the Parſon o' the Pariſh. 
Tally. But has ſhe had ſo many Lovers, ſay you? 
Fain. Oh, a mort, Zir, a mort: But I can tell you 
one thing; She likes yow woundy well. 7 
Tally. Ay! How doſt thou know that, my Boy? 
Fain. Why, our Mary knows all her Heart, mun, 
an ſhe tells me evry thing. Odd, an yow knew as 
Much as I cou'd tell yow, yowr Buſineſs might zoon 
be done, Zir; my Lord, I wou'd zay. 
Tah. Ay ! How, prithee ? | $0 
4 T7 But won't yow be falſe-hearted now, and 
tell? 107. 
Tah. What, againſt my ſelf? No, no, there's no 
danger of that. Beſides, I hope you don't think T 
wou d be ſo ungenerous to you! INT; L 
Fain. Nay, as for that 'm but a Servant; 
an one Place won't do, another woll, for that matter. 
Now what I am going to tell your Lordſhip, is none 
o' my Buſineſs, as one may zay; but it wou'd make 
a-body mad to zee a Woman flounce about Houſe, 
like a Dog in a Ducking-Pond.— Now, Zir, an ſhe 
had a Husband,— He, he, he, he! why me-haps,—he; 
bhe!—me-haps, I zay, he might vind her ſomewhat elſe 
to do, zometimes. Low underſtand me, Zir? 
Tally. Yes, yes, very well, Jeffery: If 1 had her 
once, I'd make her turn over a new Leaf, | 
_ - Fain. That I dare ſwear. [Afide.] Why, that 
was my very Thought now.—I with yow had her, Sir; 
But you'll find it a knotty Piece of Work, let me tell 
yo but that; ſhe deals as Scurvily with her Sweet- 
hearts, one way, as with her Servants another; and, 


1 Cod, I ha' found her Fingers come flip-ſlap, this 


a-way, 
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a. way, and that a-way, like a Flail upon a Wheat- 


ſheaf, , 451 
Hlinging out his Arms, bits Tally a Slap o the Face. 


Taly. A Yox of your Simi lies. Ls Aude. 
Err, Odfave me ! Dud I hit yow, Zir? 
Tally. Oh, no matter, Jeffery. Go on—— 


| Ea. I hope yowr Lordſhip's Worſhip will forgive 
me, Zir; I meant no harm, not I, Zir But as 
I was zaying, — Miſtreſs will give yow the Dog to 
hold, an yow do no give her ſomewhat. _ 
Tah. Think'ſt thou ſo, Jeffery? Why what woud'ſt 
thou have me do ? 7 

Fain. Don't yow know that, without telling ? 
There is zomewhat to be don, Zir, | beſide the Parſon, 
or yow may dangle after her till Doom's Day, to 
no more purpoſe, than to winnow Corn without a 
Wind. ——— Her tother Huſband dud nt get her 


| with Compliments, -my Lord. 
Tally. No! F Wide 
' * . Faiz. No, no. He had been in Ireland, and knew 
better Things, Mun. | | | 
Tach Ha, ba, ha, ha! Are We thought to have 
any particular Method to gain the Women, Jeffery? 
For I am of that Country, you muſt know,—- 
Fain. Are yow zo, my Lord: Nay, then, an all 
be true they zay o yowr Country-Men, one need 
nat tell yow which End to begin yowr Work at. 
Tach. Hg! Is ſhe to be won that way? I thank 
-_ or the Hint. I find thou art a Lad of 
s and when I am thy Maſter, 11] have thee 
taught to Shave, and make thee my Valet de Chambre. 
» Fain. I ſhall Shave you, | believe, before I have 
done with you. With what an Aſſurance the Rogue 
talks. Ade. — I ſhall be main Thankful to 
yowr Lordſhip, an yow do, Zir; When wol yow 
come to our Houſe agen? 3 1 
Tally. This Evening. What is the beſt Tims 
to find her alone? 


= i 


/ 
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Fain. Be meſs, I known't that; but an yow find 
her alone, Fl take care Nobody ſhall diſturb yow, 
an yow ll put it home to her. 

Tally. Wo't thou! Egad, there's a Guinea for thee 
to drink my Health, then. Never fear, IT war- 
rant thee, Boy, I'll have her. Exit. 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha! How Generous the Rogue is: Well, 
T hope by this Stratagem, to give her a Diſꝑuſt to his 

retended Lordſhip ; at leaft, I fhall prove, if ſhe 
15 any thing valuable, beſides her Money. 


To Talk of Vertue, is the Womens Pride ; 
But they give Proofs on t, who reſiſt, when 1 
"Lexie, 


s agr8 aer tre r e r 


Enter Sir John, Solus. 


Sir Aut THIS is the Houſe! Oh! for an Art 
to make my-felf Inviſible! _ 
| Knocks, the Porter opens the Doo. 

Por. Who would you ſpeak with, Sir? 

Sir Fobn. With your young Lady, Friend. 
Por. I wonder you'll be fo troubleſome, Sir. I told 
you before, 1 Key not diſobey my Orders. He 
effers Money. I'll have none of your Money, Sir, 
m not to be bribed to betray my Truſt, Ed have 
you to know that. 

Sir John. Then you muſt be kick'd out of it, Sir. 
[Pulls him out, gives him a Kick, enters, an 
ſhuts the Door. 

Por. Murder! Thieves! Murder! — This is a 
terrible Fellow. For my Part Fl never hinder him 
going in again. — And now he is in, I wiſh I had 
taken the Money. —— He has ſhut the Door, and 
the Devil take them that open it, for Diel. ¶ Exit. 


5 T be 
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The SCENE. changes to the Inſide of the Houſe. 
Olivia and Sir John Meeting. 


. Vill! John! What Noiſe of Murder 
Lis that? — Ah! Freeman | 
| [ Half fainting ; be catches her. 

Sir John. My Life] my Soul! Am I become ſo 
hateful to thee, that thou can'ſt not bear my Sight? 

Oliv. How ill doſt thou interpret my Surprize ! 
The unexpected Joy of ſeeing thee, | 
When no one Means ſupply'd me with a Hope 
To tell thee, That to Morrow 

Sir John. Thou art to be my Siſter. 

Oliv. Blaſt the Name! 

Sir John. Periſh my Brother firſt. If thou art 
true. If thy Heart has not conſented — — 

Oliv. To him nor any, but thy: ſelf. 

Sir Fobn. Then not all the Brothers upon Earth 
ſhall take thee from me. Mrs. Headleſs readily com- 
plyed with your Requeſt, and 1 have ſent Louiſa 
thither. | 

Oliv. Alas! 1 fear that Lady's come too late. 

The Time's ſo ſhort, the Plot cannot ſucceed ! 
Sir John. Doſt thou think ſo? Yet wilt thou ſtay, 
and facrifice Thy-ſelf and Me ? Conſent to fly with 


me, now, whilſt Sir Philip is abroad. 


Oliv. But whither ſhall we fly? 

Sir Fobn. Where Love directs us. 

Ov. I could, methinks, run any Riſque with Thee; 
and thou perhaps, wouldſt do the ſame with Me. 
Now in the Summer of our Love, little Cares would 
not offend us: But when the Glowing of the Paſlion's 
over, and pinching Cold of Winter follows, will 

H 2 amorous 
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amorcus Sighs ſupply the Want of Fire ? Or kind 
Looks and Kiffes keep off Hunger? 


Sir Fobn. | think they would. But 2560 ne er 


8 thus, Olivia. | fear my Brother s Gawdy 

Train, has rais'd this Picture of Deſpair. He, he, has my 

Eſtate! Dare 1, ſtript as J am, pretend to vye with 

him? I, who live upon his Bounty | =——Bounty ! 

damn the Word? Live on a younger Brother's Boun- 

75 and ſee him wed the Woman I adore! —— That 
hought will hurry me to Madneſs ! 

Oliv. Yon wrong my Love, and I ſhould chide you 
for it, were our Condition happier. But. to ſhew 
you | am a Lover-Errant, ner what Trade you 
can take WP. for a Livelihood. For my part, I can 
make Purſes by Day, and fing Ballads by Night. 
Now, if you can grind Knives, or turn Tinker, I'm 
Yours. | [ Slapping her Hand into his. 

Sir Zobn. Fortune can never caſt us down ſo low. 
She owes thy Vertues more, methinks ; This Dawn of 
Mirth, portends a joyful Day. Haſte then my Fair- 
eſt: Let us leave this Place, that we may gain Time, 
at leaſt, to work Louiſas Purpoſe. © 

Ohwv. Il only fetch a few Jewels; a ſure Relief i in 
Time of Need. [Get to the Door, tarts, and runs back.] 
Undone for ever] my Father's coming up 


Sir Fobn. Mi ſchievous Accident - What mall we 


do? Humph : [ Pauſes.| | have it. Run you to 

your Chamber, my Anpel, K when you hear a 

Noiſe, come forth, and wonder. 

| [Exit Olivia. S/ John lier down on 4 Courh, and 
"Poop his Hat over bis Her. mW 


Enter Sir Philip. 


Sir John. Thus to be Grdled; thus to be embrac d f 
that I could hold thee Ever! - 
Sir Phil. Ha Wand $ "me * py and bold. 
ing for err; n | f E 
ir 


, 


* 


4 COME D V. 53 


Sir John. The Curtain's drawn, and ſee ! She's 
here again? LES | 
Sir Philip. She's here! — Who's here? What is the 
Meaning of this > 1 | 
Sir Jobn. Focaſta! Ha! What fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? 

Str Phil. Focafla ! Who's Jocaſla? What in the 
Name of Vengeance, have we here? | 
Sir Fohn. How fare's my Love? 

Sir Phil. Nay, who the Devil knows ? 

Sir Fobn. Ha! Lightning blaſt me! Thunder rivet 
me for ever to Prometheus Rock, and Vultures gnaw 
out my inceſtuous Heart! | 
Sir Phil. With all my Soul. 
Sir Fobn. By all the Gods, it is my Mother Merope. 

Sir Phil. Merope ! Who, in the Devil's Name, is 
ſhe? ——Ouns! Where are all my Raſcals > Now 
will I be hang'd if here isn't a Pack of Strollers got 
into my Houſe. Why, Rogues! Villains! where are 
you all? Who have you let in, Raſcals? 

| Enter two or three Servants. 
| 1/t Servant. We let in Nobody, Sir, not we. 

Sir Fobn. My Sword —— A Dagger —— Ha! who 
waits there? | | 
Sir Phil. Go look 

2d. Ser. Oh Lord! Nobody, no- body at all, Sir. 
Fly, Maſter, fly! It is a Madman, to be ſure ! 
| 1 Ser. Come away, Sir, come away ? He Il certain- 
ly kill us. —  [Exeant Servants. 
Sir Phil. The Devil go with you all —— 

Sir Fobn. [riſing] Moſt triumphant Miſchief! — 
And now, whilſt thus I ſtalk about the Room, 

T challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like Oedipas 

Sir Phil. Oedipus! Juſt as I thought; Strollers ! 
neither better nor worſe. But how the Devil they got 
into my Houſe, that's the Queſtion? 

Sir Fobn. Horror ! Death! Confuſion ! Hell! and 

Furies! | FEY 


Wbere am 1? 


Sir 
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Sir Phil. Where you ſhan't be long, I promiſe you. 
——Ouns, tis that beggarly Badge of Quality, Sir 
Fobn Freeman | | | 

Sir Fobn. Oh, my Foceſta ! ks 
Let me hold Thee thus, thus to my Boſom, 

Ages let me hold thee ! . 
L Runs, and catches Sir Philip in his Arms, 


Sir Phil. Murder, Murder! S Death! the Rogue 


will ſqueeze my Guts out. 


Enter Olivia. 


Oli. Bleſs me ! what is the matter, Sir? -—— Ha ! 
Sir John! 

Sin Phil. How you ſtare, Miſtreſs! —— You did 
not know that he was here! No, not you — You 
was not to have been an Actor in this Droll, I war- 
rant. | 

Oli. Not I, indeed, Sir. I heard you cry out, and 
came to know the Cauſe. x 


Enter Footmen. 


1ſt Foot. What is the Matter, Sir? 

Sir Phil. Tl tell you, Raſcals, by-and-by. 

Sir John. Gentlemen, you are very welcome to ſtay 
and ſee the Play; but I muſt beg it may be on the 
other fide the Houſe. You'll crowd the Scenes ſo 
much, that the Actors can't enter. 

Sir Phil. The Actors! What Actors, Sir! ——Ouns 
do you think I am to be droll'd out of my Daughter ? 

II thought I had forbid you my Houle? 


Sir John. Piſh, piſh; you are out, Sir; confound- 


edly out -—Hark-ye! Did you ever rehearſe this 
Part, Sir? 1355 | "Rs 

Sir Phil. S Death he'll make me Mad! —1 ſhall 
make my Part good with you, I fancy. Fetch me a 


Conſtable, 


Sir John. 


7 


1 
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Sir John. Out again! — A Conſtable! Why, there 
is not ſuch a Word in the whole Play. A Couſtable! 
why, they never heard of ſuch a Thing in Thebes ! 
Oli. Alas, Sir! don't you perceive his Brain is 
turn'd ? | 212900571 : 
Sir Phil. His Brain! If he had had any Brains, he 
had not loſt his Eſtate. i | 
Sir Fobn. If 1 had had your Conſcience, I ſhould not. 

* [Aſide. 
Sir Phil. [pulling off bis Hat.] Sir, will you be 
pleas'd to walk out of my Houſe. + + 
Sir Fobn. Look-ye, Sir, if you ſtudy your Part 
no better, III forfeit you, by Zupiter, ——Hold, 
hold, hold! Ad's-Heart, Madam! You enter'd too 
ſoon, ——Oh think of ſomething to deter, this Mar- 
riage, tho' but for a Day. Aide to Olivia. 
N Phil. What a Vengeance are you whiſpering ? 

. low | 


Sir John. Why, was that your Cue, now? If you don't 
mind your Cues, you can never make an Actor, Sit. 
—— Here, Sir! here's a Woman for you, who never 
trod the Stage before, yet I'll be bold to ſay, That 
ſhe'll furprize you. —Come! hold up your Head, my 
Dear Mind your Buſineſs. —Enter boldly, and 
when you Exit, Exit——mumnbly— — Thus-— [ Ext. 
Olivia. 1 with 1 could Exit with thee. CA/ade. 
Sir Phil. Stark Mad! This comes of ſticking to 
Principles! I have known Principle ſtarve Five hun- 
dred Fools; but never knew it feed one Wiſe Man 
et. | 
Oli. It will never ſtarve you, I'm ſure. LA/ede. 
Sir Phil. I'm glad he's gone ——Come, come, dry 
up your Tears, and think of him no more. A Coach 
with Six before, and Six behind, with a pretty Fellow 
in the Middle, will make Amends for Beggary, and 


Enter 


46 7! COME D. 
ol Enter Ned Freeman. 


Hebv's s. Mx. Freeman ! Leave your Sniveling, and 
"mind your Obedience, I command you. | 
(4, Souls know no Command, tho Bodies do. 
Ned. I deny that Poſition ! Lam all n Al. 
nal and ev'ry Part, Jie 


= Command, and try your Power. 


Ol. It ſhall he then, 10 ſee my Fact a0 mote.” [Bxir. 


\ Ne A very 3 Wife, I'm like to tave, 
W f . — Very ſingular in her Manners, Faith 5 
Sir Phil, Oh, never mind what a Woman ſays, ar 
og before Marriage. She'll be gentler after. 
Ned. That's doubtful; for I can't perceive het to 
have the leaft Inclination for me. 

Sir Phil. Piſh, piſh ; when you have been Married 
2 Night or Two, ou'll tell me another Story, Mr. 
Freeman - Her Mother was thus before her. 
Ned. I wiſh it may prove ſo, Sir Philip - 


For who by Force the Courted Bliſs receives; 
Ne er taſtes the Joy the THOR ©) TOSS e 


F 


* 
- 

* 
* . 
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SCENE Wahi Houſe, 
; | Watchlk, Solus. 5 _ 
| 11. N 48 ber Man ſo Chedted, Chous d, 


| Wi and Cuckolded, #s 1 am ? By 4 Prieſt 
; | too, 4 Pot of his SanQity ! Well, 
BBQs this was an admitable Contrivance. 


a Little did ſhe think, who was her 
Ghoſtly Father. Ah] the Wickedneſs of this Age 
Ak! Tim! Tim Watchit ! all thy Cate is vai. Zounds! 
why did I grope for what | feat d to find 7 I was 
but a Cuckold in Conceit before; now ev'ry Fool will 
lang his Hat upon my Horns ! Oh! that I had her Id 

Spam! l'd Spitch-cock her, like an Eel. — But juſt 
evenge is counted Murder, in our Country; and & 
Man muſt be Hang'd for doing himſelf Juſtice. 


This Prieſt muſt be a Conjurer! he muſt have ſome 


Charm to make me fleep ſound ; or, he cou'd never 
have come to Bed, and I not hear him. Nay, ſhe 
ſays ev'ry Door in the Houle flies open as ſoon as he 
approaches. - Theſe are fine Holy Guides, tru- 


ly; No wonder there's ſo many Female Proſelytes, 
"when the Prieſts take ſo much Paitis to Convert 


**m.———Which way ſhall I be Reveng'd of this 
| I Cuckold- 


| 
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Cuckold-making Dog? [Pauſes] —No, that won't 
Fee AJ, it muſt be ſo . -:-. 
1 [Goes to the Scene, and calls. 
Pud, Why Pud, where are you, Puder! ?? 


as JOE 


: 
{ | ths, | 
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Mee. VT. Did you call, Sub? 
Vat. Snub ! Why how many Names muſt I have, 
ha? Snub! Pray who taught you that Name, Wife? 
Mrs. VV. Taught me! Why, do you think I don't 
know how to put four Letters together ? 
Vat. Ay, the Prieſt has taught her the Art of 
Coupling; Pox take him fort. [ A/ede. 
Mr. VV. But what did you call me for? 
Vat. To tell you that ſome Affairs oblige me to 
go out of Town to Night; and that you muſt not 
take it ill, if 1 lock you into the Houſe, that No- 
body may come in or out, till I come back. 
Mee. VV. Ay, into my Chamber if you pleaſe ;, 
I begin to Reliſh my Confinement tolerably well 
But may it not be dangerous to Travel fo late? 
Pat. For her Ghoſtly Father, it may, if 1 catch 
him. [4/ide.] No, no, not at all. Go, get you to 
your Chamber, Pad, I'll follow you; perhaps I may 
take a Nap before I go—— _ Ping; 
Mere. V. I wiſh it might be your Laſt. —— 
Lucy ſhall give Mr. Freeman Notice of this lucky Op- 
portunity, LAſide.] Well, as you pleaſe, Snub : Im 
all Obedience. 6 "age Exit. 
Pat. If you were, Sub, I ſhou'd be too Happy. 
Ah! She is a delicious Bit! a tempting Morſel. Ah!, 
theſe Prieſts! theſe pamper'd Prieſts ! What wou'd 
become of good old Engiſh Property, had they once 
PFcoting here again? S'death, what had I. to do with 
Beauty? What Buſineſs had I for a Wife, a hand- 
ſome Wife? Of all Men living, 'm the moſt unquali- 

_ 'ty'd for a Huſband! Huſbands ſhou'd be kind, * 


» 


* 


* 
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able, courteous, gentle, loving, blind Animals; if 
they are ſo bewitchy'd to pitch on Beauty. 1 


Tor he who Marries with a bandſome VVife, 
* Engroſſes all the Plagues of human Life | 05 
xit. 


Gs bE Err. : e e el 


SCENE changes to Mrs, Headleſss Houſe, 


Enter Mrs, Headleſs on one ſide, and owe 
on t other. 


Fain, Du yow call, ee e 
Vid. Fy, ty, Jeffery, will you ever 
be this ſtupid Wretch, notwithſtanding all the Pains 


I take with you? Is not Madam, as ſoon, and as 


eaſily pronounc'd as Forſooth ? 


Lain. Ay, every whit, d'ye zee, an I cou'd but hit 
on't; bat my Memory is ſhort, an yow hare a-body 
Zo, that yow fright it out of one's Head agen 


Madam. 
VVid. Hare you, Quotha! l'm ſure you Craze me. 


You behave your ſelf fo ne before Strangers, 
they will believe, perhaps, that I don't underſtand 
better. When Fm alone, I don't care: Nay, fome- 


times your Blunders conduce to my Pleaſure. 
Fain. I cou'd find a way more conducive to her 


Pleaſure, if ſhe'd give me leave. Ade. 


Enter Judith, and Sam. 


Jud. There's Miſtreſs; An yow mun gi 't her yowr 
zelt ; 3 Bit her, an yow wol. 
| __» [Exit 


” 1 — 
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Sam. My Maſter, Madam, gives bis humble Ser- 
vice to — and begs the Favour of an Anſwer. 

Gives per @ Letter. 

Vid. I admire yaur Maſter will give himſelt 

and me this Trouble, when I have ſo olten aſſur d 

him tis to no purpoſe. | 
{Opens the Letter, and looks over it. 
Jon. Sure, 1 have ſeen your Face befare, Bro- 


Fain Ma a yow may, Friend, ang ma-hap, 
yow mayn't. | 
Sam. Are'n't you Glouceſterſhire ? 
Fain. Yes, | ain,,——l won't deny * Country. 
San. Is not your Name Crymplin * 
Fain. Ay, marry, is it ; be . I ſhou'd know 
yow tea! 
* Haneſt Teffery Cramplia ! I'm. glad to fee 
195 7 him. 
Fain. Pihew! 1 dan't like this zame A* ung 
Vaſhon. But, pray, what may one call yow 
knew yaw r Face. —Ah, — 
Sam. oy Face Why I cap't be fo alter'd in S. 
or Seven Wh, ſyre | my Name is S/ 
Fain. Odd ſa me! Sam Sly} 81 me thy Hond, 
— bim by the Hand. ] Well,” an how ! an how 
ve yaw done, Sam, cer ſen we us'd to break one 
anather's Head at Cudgels, ha ? they told me yaw 
was gon ever Seas. 
Sam, | han't been in EAg7d above Six Weeks, 
Foin. Say yow zo Good lack! Well, an have yew 
bia in G/ouceſlerſbirę? 
Sam. Yes, I came from thence but t'other Day; I 
livd with Mr. VFortby. 
Fain. What, Maſter V Worthy of Vorthy Hall 2 
Fam. The ſame. | 
Faiz. Odd, yow had rare luck, hark-ye, 0 lieht 
an 20 brave a Place. Well, an dud yow zee our Volk? 
how do Vather, and Mother, and Siſters? Ha? 
Sap. All well, and brisk, Jeffery. 


Farr. 


U 


ACOMEDYT. 61 
Fain. Odd, Maſter VVortby is a main honeſt Man, 
Sen. As lives by Bread, and as well heloy'd. 
11 Ha! theſe two Fellows are 2 I 
| de. 
-_ They wou'd have my Maſter ſet up tor Par- 
liament-Man 
Fain, | wiſh he were qualify'd for it. de.] An 
he does, I'm zure bell carry't ; An Mr, V Verthy comes 
to Rule the Roaſt, we ſhall Zee better Times, Im per- 
ended. -en, ell! ny * — 97 to gee *. 
Sau. Where may a 


ow, 
drink a Pot to all our Friends; in yr aryl ha ? 
] have zome there, I believe; ha? 


San. il call on yay ſome Evening, and ſhew you 


where | live, 


id. Mr. Hurt b * me word, that he is goi 
to Jamaica. It is only @ Pretence, I fuppaſe. 2 
hear what his Servant ſays af ige.) Is your Maſter go- 
ing ta Travel, young Man ? 

Sum. Not for his Pleaſure, Madam 


id. 1 did not ſpeak of Pleaſure ; I aſk'd you, i 


he is going Abroad? 


Sam. It is in your Power to ſtop him, I believe, if 
he is, Madam? 


Wid. Still foreign to my Queſtion! Can't you an- 
fiver directly, Friend? . 
Sam. That depends ſo entirely upon your Lady- 
ſhip, that it is impoſſible ta anſwer you directly.— 
| know he has an Uncle dead in Jamaica, that has 
left him Forty "Thouſand Pounds ; but I alſo know, 
he is ſo much in Love with your n that he 


does not care Forty Shillings for t. 


Wid. The Fellow's Mad | Not care for Forty Thous, 
ſand Pounds? Why, the fourth Part on't wou'd pur- 
chaſe a Barony ! 

Fain. If I had the Sixth Part of it, I'm ſure thog 
ſhoud'ſt never purchaſe me. [A/ide.] What! is that 
zame Uncle dead, that came over once with a lp > 


gut 0 * Blackamoors at's Tail? * 
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Sam. Ay, ay, Jeffery! he's Dead. | 

Fain, Is he zo? He Was mainly "Rich, ci 
ſeem ? 

Wid. You are wininly rem. chn'd ſeem, — 
Pray, aſk your Country-Man here, if he puts in his 
Verdict, when his Maſter's talking > Pray tell. 
Mr. Worthy, that 1 ſhall be at Honie all this Evening; 
and he may, if he pleaſes, give me an Opportunity ; 
of wiſhing him a good Voyage. —— 1 

Fam. To the Iſland of Matrimony ? or I ſhall make 
but a broken Voyage of it. [Afide. 

Sam. I ſhall inform him, Madam, 

[Exir. 


Wid. How came you to know this Gentleman, 
Teffery * 

Fain: Who! Maſter Worthy !' Why ev'ry Body 
knows him in Glouceſterſhire ; Vather * work'd for 
him, and the old Squire, the Twenty Years chu'd 
ſeem. He's a fine Man, and has no more Pride in 
him, than | have. He keeps a topping Honuſe——He' | 
has humming March Beer! and deadly ſtrong Cyder! 
There's rare Doings at Curſmas. 

Wid. What Doings ? 

Fon. Why, he keeps open House for all Comers,* | 

id. He ought to be very Rich; whoſe Oeconomy | 
is ſo Profuſe. 

Fain. Rich, Quotha ! Nouns, he knows no End of 
his Means; he has a mort o' Land! I ha' ſeen a 
Hundred; Nay, be meſs, I known't an there warn't 
two Hundred. at Dinner 1n the great Hall, one 
Plongh- Monday ; All his own Tenants ; an Maſter was 
ſo familiar and ſo merry wi em, and made em 20 

Drunk! Lord, what Work was there 


Wiid. It was a beaſtly Pleaſure; and no Sign of his 
Frugality, whatever it may be, of his Good · Na- 


tuxe. 
Fain. Ah he's the ſweeteſt ratur'd Man in the 
World. Nobody ever faw him out of Humour, that 


ever I cou'd hear on: His Vather, indeed, 2 5 
aw 
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bawl, and make a noiſe, chu'd ſeem; but as for thick 


ſame Gentleman, he's quite another Thing; he is fo 
good to the Poor, and ſo loving to all his Neigh- 
bours; that there's not a Man Twenty Miles round 
him, but wou'd run thro Fire and Water for him. 
He is counted a main wiſe Man too; he makes no 
more of a Lawyer, or a juſtice of the Peace, t 
than, than, yow do of me, Madam. Nay, it's 
thought by zome Volk, that he is ſo deep Learn d, 
than an he wou'd, he cou'd puzzle, even the Parſon 
o the Pariſh. | _— 
id. That may be; and he no Conjurer, neither. 
He ſhall know what a Favourite he is of yours. 
Fain. That he knows already. [ Aſide. 
Wid. You ſeem to know him perfectly well. 
- Fain. ] wiſh you knew him as wel;——Madam! 
id. It is pity he is not a Man of Quality; 
Theſe Qualifications, tho I confeſs. they are very 
bright ones, ſignify nothing without a Title, 7ef- 


fery ! IEP 
« Fain. Im ſure thy Vanity will never intitle Thee 
to the Heart of any Man of Senſe. [ A/ide. 


id. Go, get me ſome Tea. : | 
Fain. Did I not hope to Command in my Turn; 
1 ſhou'd not Obey ſo readilix. [Ex#. 


Enter Judith. 


Jud. There's a Lady below, that want's yow, 
ſhe ſays, Madam. L 03% an 
Vid. Bring her up. This muſt be the Lady 
Sir John, mention'd. 


Enter Louiſa, with a Letter. 


Lon. 'Tis from Olivia, Madam. 


Gives ber the Letter, ſhe opens it, and reads. 
Mid. 
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Mid. You ure Welcome, Madam. II wait 
on you to that — my Couſin mention. 
It is impoſſiblo Mr. Nernum ſhou'd know it to be any 
3 Houſe, when de is brought in by thi 

ek · Door , Tou own Servants muſt attend; 11 

give Orders that none of mine are ſeen on that oe 
of the Hoitfe, 
Lor. V am extreamly obliz's to. you, [Visdim. I 
have ſent a Servant with a Lettef to Mr. Eerman, and 
expect} hid return every Moment: ——PI wait on you, 
Madam. 

— De nn" to walk this way. [ E#tetnt. 


rt 8 0 RN R ak and Louiſa comes forward 
meeting Flora. 


ton P. Fr ederick come back, Hora? 

Flora. Yaw, ye Vrow, an he heb dat Lettre 
gi brought. 
[Ove ber a Letter. Exit Flora. 
bon, What Pleaſure dnce theſe Letters gave me! 
And with what Eagerneſs | broke the Seals 
Then Kkiſs'd and detec upon each pifon hs pleaſing 

Vow! 
And thought the Perjury all Faithful Love. 
— But no! 
1 fear to read; fo un bis Stile is alter d! | 


open: the Lerter, and 2 f 


MADAM, 
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MADAM. 


1 1 AM not more e '4 to hear you are in Eng- 
3 * land, than that you ſo earneſtly Wo ire to ſee me 
&« before I am marry'd. But ſince you promiſe it ſhall be 
„ The laſt Trouble you give me 0 if this kind, I deſign 
to oblige and wait on you immediately, to khow your 
| « important Buſineſs. If it be to upbraid me with 
* paſt Condu?t, you muſt expe but a ſhort Viſtt, from 


Tour Humble Servant, 
FR EE MAN. 


Lou. Perfidious Man! well may | thou fear to ſtay, 
To hear thoſe Solemn Vows repeated | | 
Which thou didſt make ſo fallely. 


Enter Flora. 


| Flora. Here bin Minheer Freeman, ye Vrow. 

Lou. Shew him up. [ Exit Hora. 
Oh! my Heart! — Lie ſtill, thou Fluttere! 
And aid me all the Cunning Courage of my Sex! 


Fares Freeman. Salutes her. 


Lox. That cold Salute, is nothing like my Freeman. 
You was not wont to kifs me thus! 

Ned. Faith, Madam, I keep no Journal of my Plea- 
ſures ; ſo can't recollect how 1 us'd to behave my-ſelt. 


[Walke about. 
Lou. With what Indifference he regards me! 
Hold in, Reſentment. LAſſde. 


Ned. Pray, Madam, what brought you to Eng/and? 
Lou. Do you alk, why I follow where you lead me? 
Where ſhou'd I be, but where my Huſband is? | 
Ned. Hold, hold, — You'll ſpoil my Marriage 

Huſband ! ha, ha, ha! Don - you rave, Child! f 
ou. 
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Lou. Have you forgot the Promiſes you made me? 
Ned. No, nor what you gave me in Return, neither, 
my Dear. Eye om {of 
Lou. Did you not love me, Freeman? 


Ned. Did I not give thee Proofs of it? How does my 


Boy do? Ha? I think you miſt lend him me for a 
ba ride You have heard I am going to be Married, 
I find. | | | 
Lou. Yes — I've heard ſuch News, but cannot 
think it true. | [IWeeps. 
Ned. I can't help that. Nay, nay, nay, if you are at 
that ſport, good-bye t'ye. | 
Lo. You ſhall not go. 
Ned. Indeed but I ſhall, Madam. ——Pifh ! prithee 
ſhew me none of your Tragedy-Airs. Let go my 


Coat. Lou know, I hate to ſee Women cry, -— To 


what purpoſe are theſe Tears? ——1 thought I gave 
you a Caution of it in my Letter. | 
tO | 2 [Struggles To get from ber, 
Lo. O do not ſtruggle to be gone; but hear me; 

My Tears will fall; but IIl ſtrive to ſuppreſs em. 

Nied. Do fo; For if you have any thing to ſay to 
me, you muſt deliver it in a more entertaining man- 
ner, or I'm your humble Servant. Again! Humph! 


l imagin'd how 'twou'd be. -——'S Death! what a 


Fool was | to come? 1 hate Upbraidings of this Nature. 
Lou | ſent not for you to upbraid you. 

J ſee too well l've loſt your Heart. 

May ſhe be Happy who enjoys it now. 

Vet ſure your Pity's not extinguiſh'd too. 

Not for my ſake, but for your Child's, | hope it; 

Who, if you relieve him not, muſt periſh. — 

My Father, ſome Tliree Weeks ago, expir'd, 

And left me but a Shilling to ſupport me. A 

Nor have we upon Earth a Friend, if you're not one. 

Ned. Well! and coud not you have told me this, 

without Whimpering! ——Porx o' the old Dog! A 

Shilling! —— What a Dace ſhall I do with this 

Heifer and her Calf now | She comes very unlucky too 

* * at 


— 


LGoing, ſhe ſtops him. 


e 
at this Time. If Olivia ſhou'd hear of her, my Buſi- 


neſs will be done there. | A/ide} end out your 


Maid, Louiſa. 
Law. Leave the Room; But when I call, do as I 


directed. | [ A/ede. 
| Exit Flora. 
Ned. hitting down.] What do you pay for theſe 
Lodgings ? 


Lou. Nothing. The People are related to a Friend 
of mine in Holland; from whom I brought a Letter. 
I believe they let no Lodgings. I wou'd not willingly 
treſpaſs long upon them. 

Ned. Well, my Servant ſhall take Lodgings for you. 
—— Dry up your Tears, and come and kiſs me. 
[Pulls ber on bis Knee, and kiſſes her.] You fooliſh 
Girl you, to blubber and ſpoil your "Pare at this 
Rate, when you have nothing elſe to truſt to! | He 
wipes ber Eyes.} ——So, there! kiſs me again, you 
Chit, you. M take Care of you. I have a Man 
in my Eye; a Lord too; that is very fond of your 
Country- Women. 

Lou. What means my Deareſt. [ Riſes. 
Ned. To get thee a good Settlement. A Lord's 
Miſtreſs lives as great as his Wife, and is as much re- 
ſpected in our Country. — And thou ſhalt be In- 

itiated, according to Cuſtom. | 

Lou. Monſtrous, filthy Cuſtom 
Indeed, my Freeman, [Il be only Thine: 

For alter thee, I ne'er can love another. 
* Piſh, piſh; Yes, yes, a hundred, I warrant 
mg —— 

Lou. Unkind, and Cruel! — Can I love 

ed. Well, well, as to Love, that's not eſſential to a 
Miſtreſs: Provided the Gallant has your Perſon, you - 
may diſpoſe as you think fit of your Inclination. 

Lou. Sometimes to fee my Freeman,'s all I with. 

Ned. Well, well, you ſhall fee me; but we maſt 
manage that Point with Prudence: Tere muſt be a 


Decorum obſerv'd at home. For if it ſhou'd reach my 
1 Wite's 
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Wite's Ear, it wou'd prevent my ſzeing you at all 

Ah, Loa! I with the Lady I'm to marry, lov'd me 

as well as thon doſt. be | kk © (OTE: 
Low. | hope ſhe does. 


* 


Ned. No, faith, ſne ſays ſhe hates me; ſo that, for 
ought I know, thou'rt in a fair Way to be reveng'd 
ot me. PA en | 


Loy. I wiſh it not, nor wou'd 1 ſeek Revenge on 
| thee, more than on my own Heart — Fora! { Gees 10 

the Scene, and calls] — You muſt drink ſomething 
with me = 7 5 ; 


| Enter Flora, with Two Glaſſes of Wine on a Halver. 


Lou. Come, Here's to your Future Happineſs! 

Ned. I' pledge that Generous Toaſt, and kiſs thee 
fort —— Why this is as it ſhou'd be now. | Kiſſes her. 
Ii Women underſtood their own Intereſt, they'd find 
us leſs prepar d to reſiſt the Force of their Good Hu- 
mour, than all the Artillery of Tears, and Kanting! 
-———Egad! methinks thou art as handſome now, as 

when | firſt enjoy d thee : Lips, as ſoft, and panting 
Breaſts as hard as ever! — Oh, you are a tempting 


Baggage! [Embracing her.] —— What if we ſhou'd try 


to get a Girl to our Boy, Louiſa? 
| * What! ſin a- new, e'er we ve repented of the 
oF Ned. Sin! yon filly Jade! Come, come, we'll repent. 
once for all, my Dea. [ Pulling ber. 
Lon. It myſt be quickly then — Or Lite will be 
too ſhort to do it! | 
Ned. What fay'ſt thou? 
Lou. Forgive me, Freeman | Thou art poi ſon'd. 
Toad „ Falls on ber Knees. 
Ned. Ha! Dye thou, then, from whoſe Hand I 
took it! | Draws, and runs at Flora. 
" Fora. [Shrieking] Ah! ick heb nit dat ga don, 
Minheer ——= 8; t . 
[Louiſa riſes, and runs between the Maid and 105 
G * ag 
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Loy. O ſpare the Maid, who acted by my Order, 
And turn your Point on me, the ſole Agreſfor. | 
I had no other Way to keep thee mine. | 
Nied. Am I then caught! poiſon'd ! — What! Dye 
the Death of Rats! ——Contuſjon! Murder'd by my 
Whore! | | 
Lu. No, I'm thy Wife, thou vile Detractor! 
Thou wou' dſt have made me that deteſted Thing! 
Shame on thy Project to expoſe thy Wife! 
„I Ned. Wife! Name that no more, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget thy Sex, and ſpurn thee from me! 
Lou. Not name it! Yes, I will, whillt Living, name it. 
Call to Mind, who witneſ#d-to your Vows , b 
By whom your {wore when firſt our Faiths were plighted. 
It was by yon All-ſeeing Power Above, | | 
At whoſe Tribunal we ſhall ſoon appear. 
Death ſummons now our trembling Souls to Tryal; 
Stript of Excuſes, Cuſtom, and Evaſion ; 
This gyilty Deed of-mine will fall on Thee. 
There, there, our Marriage Contract is recorded; 
here is a judge from whom you can't Appeal: 
Vour Jury can't be Brib'd to ſave you: 13 
Your caſting Witneſs is your broken Vows! | | 
Ned. Methinks, her Words pierce, like a Dagger, 
thro' me, | 
And more than ever now I wiſh to Live. — 
Repair thy Fault, and call Phyſicians hither. 


Lo. Call the kind Phyſician of the Soul, 

Thy Body can receive no help from Art. 
The Poiſon is too ſtrong, t'admit of Antidotes. 

Ned. Then Heav'n have Mercy on my Soul. [Kneels. 

„O my Lewſa! canſt thou forgive me! [Kiſes, 

O could Revenge, the blackeſt Fiend in Hell, | 
Shroud itſelt beneath that Angel's Form? 

Lou. Call't not Revenge, but Love. Be Watnels, 
| Heav'n, +1 
I drank the healing Draught, with greater, ſtronger 
Guſt of Pleaſure, than others take rich Cordials, _ 


To 
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To lengthen fleeting Life, which I deſpiſe. 
Since in fair Fame I cou'd not live thy Wife, 
My only Wiſh was, We might dye together, 
Oh! my Heart ! v1 1 
Ned. The Poiſon works! I feel it too in mine! 
Oh! might I live to make thee Satisfaction 
Lou. Jon wouldſt thou do it? would thou marry 
Ned. As willingly as I did ever promiſe thee. 
Lx. My Soul revives at thy returning Vertue, 
Only to bear the Rack of deep Deſpair. -— 
Now, now, I do repent the deſp'rate Deed, 
And wiſh my. Freemans Life a longer Date. 
J ſhou'd have trod the Paths of Death alone! 
But 'twill not be! — A few ſhort Minutes hence 
We both ſhall be no more! | | 


Ned. Oul Shock of Nature! Bitterneſs of Thooght! 


Oh! whither am | going ? - 
Haſte! Let the Holy Man be call'd! 
And 'tis moſt fit a Lawyer too be ſent for. 
Something | mult adjuſt before I go. — 
And then, oh! World, farewell! | 
Lox. Haſte, Hora, and obey. Exit Flora. 
Ned. | feel a ſtrange Diſorder in my Brain! 
My Heart beats faſt too, and my Spirits flutter! 
My boiling Blood runs ſwiftly thro my Veins, 
In haſte to Man the Laſt Retreat of Life! 
Oh! Lowfa! wou'd | had Marry'd thee 
Lou. Do it now. "Twill wipe off many Sins from 
thee, 
'When we appear in tother World together 
The vertuous Act may plead my Pardon too. 
If thou canſt but forgive the Raſhneſs of my Love. 
Again, upon my Knees I ask it. ae 
Ned. As willingly, as I wonld be forgiven! 
ſudden Faintneſs ſeizes me all o er: 


will be thine, if Life will laſt fo long. 


Loa. 
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Lox. Bleſt Sound! —— Come, lean on me. 


mM lead thee to my Bed, 
Where we will reſt, and wait the Holy Man. 


Our Bridal Bed ! from whence we both ſhall riſe, 
 Difrob'd of Scandal, to ſubſtantial Foys ! ” 
| | LExcunt. 
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SCENE charges to Wes s Houſe. 


Mrs. Watchit 22 4 Night-Dreſs on 4 C oach. 


Mrs. ws Wonder what carries my Huſband out of 

Town, ſo late? But no Matter, it gives 
me an Opportunity to ſee Freeman, who 1 know will 
be here as ſoon as Lucy has given the Signal- 


Ha ! ſure I heard the Door go. 


Enter Watchit. 155 
- Wat. I have unlackily forgot my Powder- wa 


and how I ſhall find it in the Dark, I can't tell, —— 


| don't care to difturb the Family for a Candle. 

Mee. V. He is here already! —— Oh, the dear 
impatient Man! —— Bleſs me, Lucy, why did you 
let him come fo ſoon? | don't think your Maſter is 
got out of the Street yet. 


at. How's this? LAſide. 


Mrs. I. And if he ſhould take it in his Head to 
come back, I ſhould be terribly trighted. | - 

Wat. *Ounds ! I'm Thunder-ſtruck ! this Dog of a 
Fryer i is here already! and of Lcy's bringing! Oh! 
the Jade! Ad's-heart ! I might have waited wü 
| Lees till Dooms day. 1 

rs. 
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 Mrs:W. Diſtraftion | What have I ſaid? It is 
| "ny, Huſband's Voice! What will become of me now! 
'at. Here needs no Conjuration. My Turtle 


ak willing enough to coo with him; and is only 
afraid I ſhould return to ſpoil Sport. O the Strumpet! 


But let me hear what this Rogue anſwers. Which 


W will ſhe get off now, 1 wonder? LA de. 
rs. IV. 1 have no Pretence to get off, but by going 
on. LAſide.] Well, Lucy tells me you are the molt 
dertrous Fellow at this Buſineſs 
Wat. Buſineſs! What are they come to Buſ neſs, 
already? 

Mrs. . 1 know not why ; but methinks, I'm 


balf afraid to venture on a Stranger. 
Wat. AStranger! What, then this is a new Rogue ? 


—_— 1 ſhall be Cuckolded by Church and 


To by” VVar, As he really is. 


5 | . a wert. 


State / 
Mys. W. How now ! What do you mean ? You 


won't offer to come to Bed to me, ſure ? 
Wat. You'll take it very inn if he don't. — 


9 — | han't Patience to hear it out. 
Mrs. V. O Gemini! What do you do? — Hou 


dare you be ſo rude? 

Pat. There's a Queſtion to aſk a Man that ſhe has 
; brought into her Bed - Chamber? 

N . if my Huſband ſhould come? 


Mer. W. It he ſhould catch you! — 
Mat. As he moſt ſurely will. — Thou Sperren ! 


>. me "Mrs, W. Nay, ba 5 Indeed, and indeed, but I 


Mat. Indeed, and io e but you will. 4s This 
is 2 thoroygh-pac'd Cuckold- making Dog! —— How 
Wei che Villain whiſpers! ——1 ent hear one 


Nog he ONS. 5 
Fs. Wat.” What gave you the Aﬀirnnes to bine 


1 my Huſband, who | ls the beſt of Huf 


551 That's a Lye. : e. Is. * 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs. V, Let me go, will you I proteſt yil cry & outs: 

Wat. That's another Lye. 

Mer. V. Nay ; Lo \ — — bim; don t, IF" - 
* do you do? 


Sp * ar if 27 was 5 oY 2105 7 omebody.. 
War. hs Death! 1 ſhall ſtand and Bear my elt 


Guckolded ! -— A Light a Light, cherer Thneves, 
Thieves ! A Light a Tight! ——-. 
| Sbe 7055 haſtily. He pulls out Hol. 
Mrs. Wet. Ab, Heavens what F that? Why 
Lucy, Lucy! Thieves, Thieves! A Light! a Light! 
[She gropes about, and lays bold an bis Piſtol.] Thieves!” 
Ab, a Piſtol! Murder! Murder! Oh fave my Life, 
amd Pl lead you to all the Money, FIG, and Jewels | 
in the Houſe. Oh, oh, nhl! 


Enter Lucy with a Ligbt. 5 


Mrs. I/ Mympe - Oh, ſave me, ſa ve me! 
6 fer about bis Neck. 


Wat. Off, thou foul Adultreſs ! Don't think to 
ſmuggle me, till your lewd Paramour eſcapes. 
Saeed the Candle, and looks about. 
Lucy, Bleſs me, Madam Maſter looks as if he 
would eat a- Body! What was all this Outery for? 
Mere. IV. IIIl tell you anon. [ Afede to Lugy: , a 


Vat. Where have you hid chis Rogue of your pro: * + -* 
viding, Huſſey ? Ha? 2 =: 5 
Lucy. Of my providing? What do o you mean, Sir? * 


Mrs. Wat. Nay, nay, don't ſtan ptating but 
call up the Servants to aſſiſt your Maſter. et t. 
dear Mumps, don't be too ventureſome. Tbe Thieves. 
have Piſtols, and may kill thee. 

Wat. May they ſo! A Pox o' your 8 Noi 
does ſhe look as if ſhe knew not one Word of the Mat- 
ter. N. 
Mr . 1 ye to prevent your knowing one Word 


of the Matter, that's my Comfort. [Af dre - 


Lug: Why what hould the know, Sir? 
4 
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Vat. Go look, Mrs. Pander. n 
"Mrs. V. I'm ſure, I know nothing, but that I was 
wak:d with the Cry of Thieves, Thieves! It it was a 
falſe Alarm, ſo much the better: It did me Service, 
however, for it wak'd me out of a Dream, that 
frighted me as bad as the Noiſe did. 
—4 A Dream! Why, what was you dreaming on, 
ay | 
yo W. Why, methought Lucy had brought me a 
Corm cutter, a great, fat, clumſy, black Fellow; but 
the moſt dextrous Fellow in the World, ſhe told me, 
at that Buſineſs. _ ; 
at. | Afide.] Ha! I reinember dextrous was one of 
the Words ſhe ſpoke. Perhaps it might be nothing but 
a Dream. gps Dr 
Mrs. W. And the impudent ugly Villain, me- 
thought, would have come to Bed to me. I was ſtrug- 
ling with him in my Sleep, and vowed T'd cry out, 
juſt as the Noiſe wak'd me. WE 
Wat. Say'ſt thou ſo, Pad And was all this ſplutter 
2 2 Corn-cutter ? - Why then, to tell thee the 
ruth, thou didſt cry out, and I thinking Thieves 
were got into my Houſe, cry'd out too; for I never 
dream't of thy talking in thy Sleep, Child. — I 
don't remember ever to have heard thee before. 
Lucy. So have I, a hundred times; but you ſnore ſo 
loud, that no-body's Noiſe can be heard but your own. 
his Corn-cutter has put the Cor maker out of 
his Head. I ſmell the Plot already. L Ade. 
. Mrs. W. LAſide. ] it takes, as I could wiſh 
But where was Freeman, Lucy? TY 
Lucy. Gone out, Madam. Aide. 
Mrs. W. [ Afide.] Twas lucky that he was ——— 
Ah, Mumps.! I know what you thought | 
Lucy. Ay, Madam, he thought you had got a Gal- 
lant through the, Key-hole. Had I a Huſhand of 
Maſter's Temper, I'd fit him, I warcant him. He 
ſhould not be jealous of me for nothing. 
Pat. That I dare ſwear. 


| Lacy. 
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Lucy. As you are of my Lady. She has a comforts 
able Life, has ſhe not ? To have you vex and teize, 
and break her Reſt for nothing. : 

OO Take care I don't break your Head for ſome- 
thing. | | 
Lacy. I care not if you do. I will ſpeak. You 
could not uſe my Lady worſe, if ſhe had Cuckold- 
ed you, —You are like ſome litigious Farmers, who 
Pound their Neighbours Cattle for a Treſpaſs, tho' they 
have more Ground, than they can ſtock themſelves. 

Vat. Huſfey ! You have Stock for the whole Pa- 
riſh ! ——Get out of my Sight, or II] break your 
Neck down Stairs. | 

Mrs. VF. Excellent Wench ! | A/ide.] Fy, Lucy, how 
you talk to your Maſter ? I aſlure you, I ſhall diſ- 
—— you my Service, if you don't behave your {elf 

etter. | 

Lucy. I ſhall get another, 1 hope, if you. do? Dor?t 
think I'll be ſuſpected of procuring Gallants tor you! 
Did he not aſk, where the Rogue was of my Procur- 
ing? — bl bring my Action againſt you, for Scan- 
dal. I have nothing but my Reputation to live by. 
Take That from me, and you take all. If he's your 
Huſband, Madam, he's not mine. | Burſts into Tears. 

Wat. No, thank Heaven, I have enough of one of you. 

Mrs. FV. Leave the Room, I ſay. | 4 

Lucy. It's for, for, your Sake — or, or -d tear his 
Eyes out! | Sobs.] Takeaway my Reputation / | Exit. 

Vat. Oh! the wondrous Reputation of a Chamber- 
maid ! This Slut has ſtrangely provok'd me. 
1 wiſh | were rid of her. | I Ade. 

Mrs.VV. | Afide.) 1 wiſh 1 knew what brought him 
back ; and it he intends to go again. | 

War. [ Afide.] Ah! that the Huſband of that 
Charming Woman ſhould be Cornuted by a Prieft ! — 

Mrs. V. | Afide.J What would I give to be rid of 
his Company ? Yet I dare not aſk him, how he 
deſigns to diſpoſe of himſelf, for my Soul, 
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Fat. What art thou thinking of, Pudſey ? .. . | 
Mrs. V. Ot your Unkindneſs, Mumps! To pretend 
Buſineſs out of Town, and leave me ſtarving in Bed 
by myſelf. I'm ſure if you lov'd me, you would not 
let Buſineſs take you from my Arms. Indeed, indeed, 

you would not, Mampf. * 
[la a tobeedling Tone. 


VVat. Ab! thoſe pretty Pouters / 1 muſt kiſk them, 1 
thou coaxing Pug, thou! [Kiſſes her.] Doſt thou 
really love thine own Mumpy © 


Mrs. VV. Naughty Mumps ! is that a Queſtion now! 
Hant I given you all the Sgns of it? Don't I lie 
cloſe to your Back and warm your Fect every Night 
in my Lap? And creep gently out o Bed in the Morn- 
ing, without waking you? Dont | ? Can you deny 
this, Mamps? hn | 
at. No, nor I won't deny it, Padſey. And I hope 
you'll allow me ſome Merit in my Turn, Pudſey. Fo 


Mrs. VV. Nay, Mumps, I ſcorn to derogate from 
your Merit. I muſt conteſs, you never do any thing 
to break my Reſt, but when you are ſo naughty to 
leave me. For then I do fo tumble, aud toſs — 
and dream and am fo. terribly frighted — as 1 
was but now, you know.  ——'Well, I proteſt, you | 
ſhan't go out again to Night! — If you do, I wont 
love you again theſe Three Days; ſo 1 won't. | 
| 5 Pate him on the Cheek. 


VVat. Thou hand ſome Creature! Oh | *twas that 
bewitching Leer, that ſnapt my Heart ——— What 
has ſhe in her Head now ? —1 never knew her in this 
wheedling Humour, but ſhe had ſome Deſign [A/ide-] 

2 el Pudſey, What is that begging Face put on 
or ? | 
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Mrs.W. That's a Secret, paſt your finding out. [A/ide, 


Wat. What can | do to pleaſe my Pudſey ? 


Mrs. V. Een very little truly. [Afide} I could 
tell you, Mumpy; but may be, you won't do it. 


Pat. But may bel will do it. [Tt a fond Tone. 


Mrs. VV. Won't you go out no more to Night, 


then? But ſay your Prayers, and go to Bed, and ſnore 
like any little Pig in your Puzny's Boſey ? 


Vat. LAſide.] Humph ! Now is ſhe afraid of her 

Ghoſtly Father. She certainly ſmokes my Deſign. — 
On my. Conſcience, ſhe's in Love with him. ——I 
warrant, he's a ſtrapping young Dog. ——Ounds! 
if I can but light of him ? 
- Mrs. VV. What is he pondering on? Pray Heaven 
he does not take me at my Word, and ſtay at Home 
in Complaiſance. [Afide.} —— What won't you an- 
ſwer me, Mumps? : 

VVat. Why, Pudſey, thy Kindneſs ſo confounds me, 
that I know not what to anſwer thee. -I am 
loth to diſpleaſe thee, and yet I muſt leave thee 


Mrs. VV." CAfide.] Little does he think, that tis the 
only thing he can do to pleaſe me. I hope Freeman is 
come home by this Time. x 

Vat. 1only came back for my Powder horn; that's 
all, Pad; but VII make all poſſible hafte back: Iwill 
indeed, Pudſey, to make thee eaſy. 

Mrs. VV. Or otherwiſe. [A4/ide.} Well! if it muſt 
be ſo! [Sighing.] I muſt be content, and make my 
ſelf as happy as I can without you, Mumps. 

[ In a melancholy Tone, 


VVat. Ay, ay, I won't be long from thee. Go, 


prithee, get me a Dram, I'Il but take my Powder- 
rm, and follow thee — LExit Mrs. Watchit. 
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VVatchit Solus. I know not what to think. 8 
times I think ſhe loves me. — and ſometimes I 
think ſhe: does not. And if Father Domini comes 
within the Reach of my Blunderbuſs, have at him! 

If not, ſhe ſhall produce him: l'll confront her wit) 
ber own Confeſlion. If once I get him in my 
Power, I'll turn his own Inquiſition upon him. 
His Church ne'er tortur d Heretick, as I will 


him. 


FI teach him to Reep Handmaids of 55 on, 
4 let his honeſt Neo: V Vives alone. 


[Exit. 


» 
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SCE N E Mrs. Headleſs's Houſe. 
Mrs. Headleſs, Sola. 


Wid. e AM ſtrangely divided between In- 
os, 8 clination and Grandeur, I confeſs, 
858 1 858 I like Mr. Worthy's Perſon better 
SS than my Lord's; but marry him, 
Dice and [I ſhall be call'd plain Mrs. Wor- 

thy : Then, where's the Diſtinction between me and 
my Butcher's Wife: And who in their Senſes wou'd 
part with Twenty thouſand Pounds, to be nothing 
but what one was before? My Lord can make me a 
Woman of Quality, and jatitle me to treat all below 
me with Contempt. That carries a valuable Conſi- 
deration. —Methiaks, there is an Air in the very 
Footman of a Woman of Quality. He approaches with 
ſuch profound Submiſſion! And in a Tone ſo Soft, 
Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? Whereas, now, 
my blundering Raſcals come trotting up to my Noſe, 
with a Dud you want me, Forſooth ? —— Ha! Lord 
Pharoak-Ba k, | | 


Enter 
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Enter Tally. 


| Tally. 1 hope yow ll pardon this abrupt Intruſion, 
Madam. It is intirely chargeable on the Impatience 


of my Love. Command my Abſence, I beſeech you, 


if I break in upon your more diverting Thoughts. 


id. 1 had no Amuſements, my Lord, bat what 


ought to give way to better Company. 


Tally. You do me a particular Honour in that Di- 


ſtinction. 

Mid. If I had not ſome Skill in the Choice of my 
Acquaintance, I ſhould be ſtifled with Impertinence. 
The firſt Leſſon I teach my Servants, is, To diſtin- 
guiſh between Perſons of Rank, and the Droſs of 
Human-kind. I am pleas'd to find my Inſtrucions 
are not loſt upon 'em, by admitting one of your Lord- 
ſhip's Figure upon ſuch eaſy Terms. 

Tally. Such an Approbation from a Lady of your 


good Taſte, cannot fail of inſpiring me with a better 


Opinion of my-ſelf, and a Confidence of my not being 
unwelcome to my Dear Widow. [Kiſſes ber] She 
kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind! 

Vid. Pugh! I hate to be Complimented with Frag- 
ments of another's Wit, my Lord. It argues a Decay 
of Charms in the Perſon you addreſs. 


Fainwell peeping. 
Tally. | own it is a Fault, Madam. Your Ladyſhip 


has Beauty enough to iaſpire the dulleſt Genius with 


ſomething New. 

Fain. | Aſide. ] You mean, ſhe has Money enough to 
inſpire you with Impudence. 

Tally. Apollo and the Muſes dwell upon theſe Lips. 
Another Kiſs, and 1 ſhall be 

Wid. A Poet! ? 

Tally. Whatever you wou'd have me. {Kiſſes her. 


Wid. 


— — 
r 
— — — a 
-_ 
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1 id Say you ſo, my Lord? 1 have an odd Whim 
1 eee into my Head Vill you give me a Proof 

| bf my Power, my Lord? I want an Elegy. + | 

Tally. On a departed Monkey, or 2 Favourite 
G 0 1 preſume. - | 


Vid. No, upon a Living Subject. 10”; 
Fain. [Afite.] A pretty new lavention, wo bury 


" Þ | People before they are dead. 
| 85 A Living Subject! An Elegy upon a Living 
* Sub J 


rid. You are not infpir'd yet, I find, my Lord. 

I mean, a- Characteriſtick of human 382 Dead, and 

Jet Exiſting. : * 5 

| Fain, Aſide] Myſtery! ! 

| 1” Tath. Popery ! Downright Popery ! May the Ge⸗ 
' nius of England defend us. Let me ſee! What dead 
Folks have we among the Living? — There's a Diſ- 
banded Officer. An old Beau. A broken Tradeſ- 
man. A Degraded Pat ſon. A Quondam Sout h- 

Ses Director. An Eunuch. An, an, an Old 


E Maid. 
. You ire bit it, my Lord. 
| ' Tally. Then Crown my Succeſs with another Wa 
of Nectar. [Kiſſes hep. 


Fain, [ Afide,] How warmly the Rogue Kiſſes! He 
makes Love with as much Aſſurance, as if he had'Two 
Bottles of Burgundy in his Belly, and a real Title to 


ſupport his Impudence. 
id. I proteſt, one ſhow'd take your Lordſhip for 


a Soldier; for you attack a Woman, as they do a 
| Fortify'd Town. 5 
| „ Tally. Love, and War agree in every Point, my 
| dear Widow ; The Blockade of a Town reſembles 
an obſtinate Woman, and a Phlegmatick Lover, who 
reſolves to weary her into Compliance. A Kiſs now 
and then from a diffident Lover, is like ſtealing a 
March, and ſurprizing the Enemy, by a circumſpect 
General. But eager and repeated Kiſſes, are, like 
Stor ming, more glorious to the Aſſailant. 
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LE mbracing and Kiſſi ng her in u Rapture: 
Fain, CA * ] Theſe Rogues happen into good 
* ſometimes, one may know: by their leu 
E it 


. VVid. Oh gad, my Lord, what do. you mean, by 
Ruffling one at this Rñte?: 

Tally. Judge my Meaning, * the Quickneſs of my 
Pulſe, "the Throbbing of my Heart, and Trembling 
of my Limbs! The unqueſtionable Proofs. of Love, ; 
ad Eager Wiſhes for Poſſeſſion. —— Come, come! 
Thou art no Stranger to a Lover's Meaning My 
Life, my Soul! Let us improve this Dawn of Pleaſure. 
[Embracing ber. 
Lid. As how, my Lord? 


Fain. LAſide.] Sure ſhe wou'd not have bim tell her 
in plain Terms. 

Tally. P'ſhaw! for a Woman of thy Experience, 
to 9 that Queſtion "att ee come, the Sight of 
5 the Bed- Chamber, will refrefh thy Memory. 

. {Pulling ber. p 
PVid,'—Piſh! —Nay, fj—Be Civil, my Lotd. 
+ "I rem to ſtruggle, 

Fain, L Aſide. | Humph! — it it de come to Piſh, 

"add Fy already, another Volly of Rilles, and ſhe ſur- 
. renders at Diſcretion. - _ 

Tally. Nay, Strogaling is your  Sex's Privilege. 
Fou wiſely know Reſiſtance but inflames Deſire. 

.d. I proteſt, Pll cry out, my Lord. | 

Tally. With all my Heart. Your Servants know 
their Duty better than to corne, if you do, — Honeſt 

Jeffery has taken Care of that. [ Aſide, 
+ Fain; How ſecure the Rogue thinks himſelf ! LAſide. 
Tally. Iwill poſitively enjoy thee this Night —- * 

- Honourably, if you pleaſe, 

id. Or not at all, my Lord, if you were * 

Firſt Man of Quality in England | | 

TOW: Send for the Parſon this Minute then. 


_[Kiffes her again. 
| Vid, 


# 


UD $% 


rid. Oh Gad! You ſtop one's Breath. ——You are 
the moſt impatient Man! 

Tally. Impatient, quotha! Who can behold theſe 
dear Eyes without Impatience for the Bleſſing ?— - 

Lid. Well, my Lord, let us ſign Articles: 
And then | 

Tally. I'll give thee a Chart-Blanche, Make thy own 
Terms; ſo that I may this Night take Poſſeſſion of theſe” 
Arms. 

Vid. Well, ſince your Lordſhip will have it 8 

Fain. Nay, yow mou'not go in, an yow were Ten 
Maſter Wortheſs Ul his own Voice.) [Fainwell 
within, in Jeffery*s Voice.) | tell you, I had your Lady's 
Commands to wait on her, and muſt, and will go in: 
800 ſweet Mr. Jeffery Crumplin, by your Leave, 


Fainwell ruſhes in, in his own Drefs, 


nd. Oh Gad! that's Mr. PYorthy's Voice! What 

can he think, when he fee's one ruffled in this Manner! 

Sm ſurprir'd 1 id not 1 hear my . 
er's Voice, in a reſiſting Tone, Mr. /Yorthy ? 

Fain, I was ſo far out of my Conntry-man's' good 
Graces, that he wou'd neither bring in my Name, 
nor permit me to enter. ü 

Tally, LAſide.] That was in Favour of me. Jeffery 
is a Man of Honour, I find. — But who's this Mr. 
Morthy? Diſappointment catch him; for coming ſo Mal- 
A-propos. ö 

Vd. That Fellow is the moſt impenetrable got 
Why did not you break his Head, Mr, Worthy ? 

Fain, That's a Liberty, Madam, no Man ought to 
take in your Houſe, 'till you have made him Maſter of 


it. Were | that happy Perſon—— 
[T akes hold of ber Hand. 


Tally, {Stepping in between them. J You'd kick cer 


bod y out of it, I ſuppoſe ? 


Fain, That gives me juſt provocation, dir. 
LSteps in between, 
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Mid. If they ſhou'd-quarrel now! Mr; Worthy, 
pray let me ſpeak a Word with an een ö pU LO 
who this Gentleman is? | | 

Fain. Very well, Madam. 

Tally, Then if you know! me, you odd your Dit. 
tance. [Step s between ag ain. 

» Fain, So well, Sir, LGoes between em.] that were 
you not protected by this Lady's Preſence, there ſhou'd 
be juſt the Diſtance rom hence to the Street between 
Wo EO 
7 ally. How, sir? [hropring up to Pa 
Fain. Through the Window, Sir. [Puſhes him e 
Talhy. You dare not talk thus elſe where. 1! 
. Fain, You dare not give me an a Opportunity. nino 
{ln hu Ear. 

id. Dear Mr. YVorthy, for your own ſake, conſider 
what you do. lie is a Man of Quality; and, for 
ny. [ know, a Privy-Counſellor. —— 

LUA roFainwell. | 

1 ** To nothing above a Gang of Pick-pockets, I'll 
anſwer for him. Hark-ye, Tally; how long have you 
worn this Surtout of Honour, I beſeech you ? In what 
Heis, were you created a Baron, pray? 

Tally. Humph ! He knows me, I find -u Buſineſs 
is done here, 3} 3.06 

Mid. My Stars! Is not he a Man of Quality * YG 

Fain. Yes, yes, Madam, I'll give you his "Titles in 
a very few Words —— He is Baron of Fair-Chance, . 
and Viſcount of all the Pharoab-Tables in and about. 
London. He has a Pack of Cards for his Coat of Arms, 
quarter'd with Knaves; and Falſe Dice, in a Field of 
Impudence.— His Creſt is a Fool; bis arenen, 


axe Parolie, and Trait la va. 


Tally. [46 de.] The Rogue has Blazon'd me! La 
But I muſt carry it off as well as I can. n Tus you'll 
prove this, Sir. 

Fain, Oh! t inſtantly, Siren 


Ent er 
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Enter Sam. | * k | 7 
„ ine apy 
4 A 


e Gall a Conſtable. oftEvV29) 

id. Not for the World. 1 beg [ may have - 
more Buſtle in my Houſe. - | „ue 

-» Fain. You underſtand me. Cn ers to un 

Sam. Perfectly well. — Will your Lordſhip pleaſe 
to walk this Way — What think yon, my Lorq, 
af a Pot of Porter, to drink to our better Acquaintance'Þ 
| [In 4 ſcreaming. Tones 

* ally. A Pox of Ill. luck ts may find a Time, 
Sir — [Exit with Sam. 
er! Not to cheat me of my Money, Sir ay 

a 

vid. 1 hope you are not miſtaken in the Man, Mr. 

ort 

Fain, Pm glad Tou were not, Madam. 


Nia. Which is intirely owing-to your dae D Dif 


covery, or | had been undone. | | 
_ Fain. For which, give me leave to ſay, you might 
have thank'd your own Vanity, Nothing but a Lord 


wou'd go down !-—1 admire, a Woman of your Diſ- 


cretion, and a Widow too! ſhou'd prefer Empty Title 
to Real Pleaſure, and mere Shadow to conjugal Af- 
fection. . LEmbracing her. 

Vid. A Fiddle of Affection, Mr. VVorthy , | tell you, 
I bave been Lac'd very tight once in my Life; but 
having made my Fortune, and got my Liberty, it 


ever-l try again the Matrimonial Bodice, the Lace ſhall 


be tagg'd with a Title, 1 aſſure you. 

Fain.” Ah! that will make a Noiſe in the Wold; 
but your Pleaſure, like a Squib, will vaniſh in the 
Bounce, ha, ha, ha! ——-To give Twenty thouſand 
Pounds for the bare Name of my Lord's Lady, whilſt 
Ten to One, but your Chamber-maid ſupplies your 
Ladyſhip's Place in his Arms, and 'rattles about Streets 
in * Berlin, IT. be out of 2557 Lad Jip) $ Foruldey” 
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Vid. You ſeem well er with the Map of this 


World. 


Fein. perfectly, Madam; and have made this Ob- 
ſervation, That Women wha love to indulge their 
Vanity, and yet hope fot their. Dividend of Pleafures, are 


acting as inconſiſtent a Part, as they who give a Looſe: 


to their Fancy, and at the ſame Time tllink to preſerve 
their Reputation. I tell yon, Madam, A Mau of 


Quality will no mate throw all his Love upon a Wife, 
than a Farmer will ſow all his Land with the ſame Grain. 


The only Way to engroſs your Joys, is to marry one of 
us Country-Gentlemen. 

id. To be rivard by March-Beer, Tabares d 
Fairs hounds. x 

Fain, Even thoſe are preferable to Cards, Dice; ad 
a Weych, as you wou'd have experienc d, had not [ 
come in. 31 

Vid. So! now will he value himſelf upon my Deli- 
vefrance... LAſide. ] Well, well, Mr. 7Vorthy, ſince 


this Fellow proves a mere Plebeian, he is a worthleſs; 


Raſcal; but if he had really been a Lord, what is now 
-—_— wou'd only have been the Violence of his 

Ove 

Fan. Humph !“ a very pretty Diſtinction!—No, 
Madam, | deny that Poſition——Love is ſoft and gen- 
tle, as the Morning-Sun in Autumn, mellowing Incli- 
nation by Degrees; but its Twin- Brother, like a Foot- 
Pad, knocks you down, and rifles you at once.— 


He was impatient for your Money only, Widow, —— 


J, for this dear 3 ow can't you like me 
as well as a Lord? _ | 
id. Like you! For What? 
- Fain; For what! Why for an onalterable, faithful, 


conſtant Doating—— 


id. Hold, bold, Sir. Your Epithets are running 
away with your Meaning, —— But to prevent your ex- 
plainiog it, 1 muſt tell you, That the very Name of 
Matrimony with a Commoner, will flatten our — 


op, and make us look very ſimple. 
K 


Fain. 
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Fain, Ay! but there is ſomething ſo expreſlive ig 
that! Simplicity, that it gives a deeper Impreſſion than 
all the Gildiags of Rbetorick. Ah! my dear, Widow, 
wou'd. you. but. return my Love, how many Cupids 
- ſhou'd | behold danciog ia theſe Eyes!. Nay, and you 
: ap 'd ſee ſtrange Things beſore Morning.— mol 
id. Sha! you talk fooliſhly. of 

. Fain, That's inherent to a Lover. | 
d. And fo you'd have me a Fool too, to keep. 4 
in Countenance. © A very wiſe Foundation for the Fa- 
brick of Matrimony.—— No, no, I tell you once for 
all, Though 1 do like your perſon, en and I muſt 
never be conjur'd into the Circle of a Wedding-Ring. 
Fain, And no other Circle will do my Buſi —— 
rl try if ſhe has really a Liking for my Perſon. 


"wid. Well! what have 1 put you in the ——4 
now? Are you conſidering 5 . Death will revenge 


"you of an ungrateful Miſtreſs. Ha, ha! 
Fain. No, faith, Madam yl be 90 be reyeng d, 
and balk your Vanity e en 932 


it Then farewell Love; e F 
+ Farewell Love, and "al loft Pleaſure, | a4 
Honour calls, and we muſt part. 

[Sings in à careleſs manner. 


| 7 


. You are the merrieſt Lover at parting, ö 
Fain, IJ am of Ben's Mind, Madam; reſolve. to be 
merry, though the Ship mere ſinking. And ſince I 
muſt never hope to call you mine, I here diſmiſs all 
the Retinue of a formal Lover. Such as Vows, Ogles, 
Sighs, Dreams, Viſions, Sonnets, Gingles, Epigrams, 
Couplets, with a long Cc. —— Thus, with infinite 
Struggles, I hope to entertain as mean an Opinion of 
Matrimony, as your Ladyſhip, ia a very little Time. 
Wid. Oh! that he had a Title to ſupport this Hu- 
moaur; he ſhou'd find, I have go mean Opinion of Ma- 


trimony, [ Afrar. 


Fain, 


WR 


a” 4 


ons Patchwork, like a Pilgrimage to Mecca, of Ferk- 


1 bin to perceive h bis Indifference gixes me Pain 


— >.>. a; 
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Fun. oa for the future, ſhall Took upon the par- 


lem, fit only for the Superſtitious, and People who 


bave periodical 1nclinations, to fill up the * 


of human Life with a huge Caravan of Childten; 


long journey; dirty Road; through the Turnpikes df 
Jealouſy,” Anxiety, Suſpicion, Agimoſity, pinching 


Cares, and a Thouſand other Inconveniencies. By 


the way, you have travell'd the Stage, and, | ſuppoſe, 
"Know what 1 ſay to be true, 


Wid, Ha! All is not right within this Breaſt. 


L Af. 
— Fans 1 fancy the otily Object to give one a Surfeit 
of Matrimony; "word be to ſee à Pair of diſtemper'd 
-Creatures.in the Corner of a Room, in cloſe Conſpiracy 
to deceive one another; very ſincerely promiſing mu- 
tal Love for Fifty Years enſuing; when, upon Tryal, 


Month's Fruition 81 either a Caterwauling Cor- 


eſpondence, or 4 more peaceable and elegant Way, 
of Separate Beds.—She ſeems nettled, Plt proceed. 
CAfde. ——With this Thought I comfort my-ſelf : 


And here, Madam, bid Matrimony and 'You Eternally | 


Who won d be led for Life: 
[Sings and Hums that Tune. 


Farewell 


d. Eterndtly! ——1 wiſh k had never ſeen this 


yon lord, how my Heart ſinks. LAſide. 


" Fain, Come at ye Winds, come all away, 
* And brisihj in our Canvals play; 
Waſt me pently o'er the Main; 


3 Farewell, Widow ! Farewell, Pain! 
yn 85 Lara, dera, lara, dera, 14 lal, la! 


15 004 Fs the Tune of Over the Hills and far away. 
Mid. You are exceeding Gay, Sir. 
"Fain. Tous jour Gay, as the French ſay. I always 


195 the Frowus of Fortune thus The Jade may 


At, but never inſlave me.— But, to be ſerions, To 
morrow, Madam, I embark for the Indies, It will be 
L % > 4 


. 3 


» 
_—_ YE ” FA — v v——— — 1 C3 x _—_ ” 22 


tain. 


4 ſecret Pleaſure! to me, if yoy'll rmit ces Paper | 
Room in your Cabinet. It is my Laft Will and Teſta- 


ment. If I miſcarry in the Voyage, that will intitle 
you to Forty thouſand Pounds, my Uncl?'s Death in- 
rict'd me with in Jamaica; whither I am bound. This 
is a Proof of my Eſteem, though you have forbid my 


Love. | 
[Gives her 4 Paper, aud takes up a Book from the 


Table, and ſeems to look it, 

id. This is an AQ ſo ſingular, ſo full of Generoſity, 
that it almoſt lays me under a Neceſſity of maklog you 
Joene Return. 

Fain. Very ſingular, faith, if ſhe knew all. \[Afde: 

id. Forty thouſand Pounds hy one Quarter 


of that Money, would buy a Barony. 


- Fain. Quarter me, it I wou'd lay it out that way, if 
| I had it. LA iar. 


id. Or, ſuppoſe you ſhou'd ſell Part " your Eſtate 
in, in, in enn e ba | 
Fein. Ay! or any other Shire. CLA 
Wa. A Patent wou'd be no difficult Thing to obe 


Fain. No! but the Money to pay for i it, wou d. C Al.. 
Ha! - W hat's. here, The Pleaſures of a Single md 


Luckily Encounter'd ! —— 
id. P'ſhaw ! a Fiddle of Single Life ! 


Fain, Nay, ſince you have impos'd the Study, Madam, 


you muſt give me Leave to con my Leſſon. ; 
[Seems to read. 


Mid. Pugh! now Pm ſerious, you are turning erery 
Thing to Ridicule.— About this ſame Patent, I ſay 3 


——Suppole you ſell part of your Eſtate. 
Fain. Faith, Madam, my Eſtate is like a Wife, In- 


tail'd; and my Father made me ſwear, never to levy. . 


a Fine upon any Conſideration, but making a Lady a 
Joynture. So that it is like to be mine for Life. But, 
I know, this ſudden Pretence of yours, is only to try 
the Strength of my new Reſolution.— Lou are not in 


Earneſt, ; - dolief” 


N 5 4 
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d Well, purſue your Voyage to Jamaica; ſell 
your Effects, retury and purchale 4 Brony z which 
you may eaſily do, in Eight or Ten Months, and you 
thall ſee if I am in Earneſt, or not. = 
Fain. Eight, or 


en Months| Ha, ha, hal Men 
love not now, Chil 15 the Fatriarchal Way. No, no, 
I wou d not truſt to a Woman's Promiſe Eight or Ten 
Hours, —— Marry. me before I go, and then 
id. O! then you won't go at all. 
Fain. Juſt the ſame as if you do not marry; me. 
Mid. But what a ridiculous Figure I ſhall make, 
after ſo many Declarations againſt Plebeianiſm, when 
I ſhall be wiſh'd Joy by that vulgar Epithet Mrs. 
P tn) eee 9127. AT. 
Fain. It that be an Objection, FI give you my 
Honour, you fhall never be call'd Mrs. Worthy — 
LTakes| bold of ber Hand, then ſnatches it away.) — © 
O the Devil ! that Touch has 'thaw'd all my Reſo- 
lution, and Love and Folly begin to pour in like a 
Deluge: But when I think of thoſe terrible Words, 
Du and I maſt! neuer be conjur d into the Circle of a 
Wedding Ring | | 9182 
id. This is nothing to the Barony. Look-ye, 
Mr. Worthy, your Generoſity has made this Moment 
yours; but it you don't take me at my Word, Con- 
ſideration may ſpoil my Gratitude, 
Fun. Nay, Tm to be taken in the Moment too. 
Therefore, if you'll flip on your Hood and Scarf, 
ſtep into a Hackney- Coach with me, and drive to 
the Het, where we may be tack'd together by a Spi- 
ritual Journey man, without a Licenſe, or the Know- 
ledge of either your Servants or mine; I promiſe you, 
as ſoon as the Ceremony is over, F'll on Board; make 
what haſte the Wind and Waves will permit; Diſ- 
patch my Affairs with the utmoſt Expedition; and, 
with the firſt Ship, return to theſe dear Arms. Till 
when, till when, thy Widow's Name be worn. The 
World ſhall be inſenſible of my Happineſs, till it 
rings with thy Honour, | 1 
8 id. 
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id. And you'll perform this? 
Fain, Moſt religiouſly— 
id. But- 


Fain. Nay, no more Fairy. Fancies: Give real 


[ Embraces her. 


ſabſtantial Pleaſure. We Country- Gentlemen are ſo 
uſed to Surloyns of Beef, that we ſhall ſtarve on the 


Whipt-Cream of Airy Promiſes - Take me, take 
me, whilſt you may | Sings, then runs and catches ber 
in bis Arne,] This Moment, "whilſt my Hopes are 


high; whilſt Imagination repreſcnts a Groop of Plea- 


ſures, thou'lt find thy Account in't, I warrant thee, 


Widow! f 
Wid. Oh! I can refuſe the dear Man no longer. 


Well, wait in a Coach at the Corner of as Street, 
and i'll be with you in the Compaſs of a Wiſh. 


(Exit. 
Bait, Ha, ha, ha! ſhe's caught, by hin. 


Enter Sain, 


Sam. * to yon, Sir! I over · heat the Bargain. 
Fain. Not a Word in the Family. 
— Not for the World. — | Ny F Th 
ain. Wait you at my Lodging, with a inge 
in Readineſs 54 Seuthe 
Fam, W Never fear my Part of the Buſineſs, Sir. 
What have you done with his Lordſhip? , 
Reduc'd him to a Commoner again, Sir; 
fe "the Fellow is a reaſonable Creature; provided 
you'll forgive him, hell obey your Commands. 
Fain. Very well! Away, and call me a Coach, 
Sam. Yes, Sir, Les. \[Exir. 
Fain. Egad, T've earn'd her Fortune by mere Dint 


of Policy. —— Thus, 


When Truth, and Love, to win the Women ja, 
A wel-laid Plot, and Artifice; prevail. [ Exit. 


. Mx” SCENE 5 
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GRASS eit. COLL ELIT 


8 CE N E — to the Street, before Watchit!s 
Door. He in Armour, with a Blunderbuſs on 


bis 8 boulder, which he often makes ready 10 fre. 


Wat. | vn pepper this Dog, if he comes in my 
wa = hark / Sure I heard ſomebody 
tread: No, 'twas nothing but the Wind, 
I believe Tis very cold I ſhall catch my 
Death; but it is better to die once for all, than <4 
live upon the Rack. What had I to do with a Help- 
Mete, when I was no Mete-Help for her? S Death, to 
de bubbled 3 in my old Age; to father Children that I 
never got, and leave my Eſtate to à Mungrel Race, 
half Fiſh, half Fleſh, a Piece of Prieſt-Craft! I have 
had, as it were, by Inſtinct, a ſort of an Averſion 
to that kind of People from my Cradle. Ah! honeſt 
Zobn Dryden, I ſhall never forget a Paſſage of _— 


Prieſts of all Religions — 
Who comes there? ? Stand, or you're a Dead 1 Man, 


bows Demur, who. draws, ſtrites 47 Watchit's a 
Piece, and diſarms lun 


Dem. How | Villain—IV ſee you fairly truſs'd 
up if 1 live. 

Wer. *Ounds, who are you, Sir ? and what makes 
vou ſauntering here, at this Time of Night? Vou 
are a Rogue, Sirrah, and III ſecure you, — Watch, 
Watch, Watch. 

Dem. That Pretence ſhan't ſave your Bacon, you 


os Fran you, Watch, Watch, 


2208 ieee If | Enter 


£EOU BD = 
| | | Enter Sir John with bis Sword drown. | 


Sir John. What's the matter here? Ha! Doctor 
Demur? You are not hurt, I hope 137 2001 
Wat. Doctor Demur ! Who the Devil's he? a Patch 
of the Law? or a Carcaſs-mender? 1 expected a 
Botcher of another kind [ Aſtde. 


Enter Conſtable and Watch. 


Dem. No, not hurt, Sir John; but I was like t 
have had a Brace of Balls in my Guts, + 
Conſt. Who call'd Watch? 10 
Dem. I did, Sir; Here's a Rogue attack'd me on 
the King's Highway, with a Deſign to Rob, and Mar- 
der me, I ſuppoſe. | | 
It. I did, Sir; This ſtrapping young Dog diſ- 
arm'd me, with Intention to enter my Houſe Vi & 
Arnis; plunder, and abuſe me 1 
e [ They both ſpeak together. 
. -Conft. Your Houſe! Where do you live, Sir? 
War. What's that to you, Sir? -A Conſtable may 
Cuckold an Alderman. I don't defire any of you 
Night-walking Sparks ſhou'd know my 4. 
Aſide. 
' Conſt. A plain Caſe, a plain Caſe ! he's aſham'd 
of his Habitation ; away with him. 
Sir John. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable, he's a Rogue! 
This is a worthy Gentleman, a Doctor of the Laws. 
Conſt. Les, Les, Sir; I know Doctor Demur to be 
'as honeſt a Man, as any in the whole Temple, and 
ruins as few, I believe. We'll Secure him, Sir. 
Den. Do; Ill have him Examin d before a Juſtice 
of the Peace in the Morning. / 
_ Wat. The Devil! This is a Trick to get me out 
of the way; and whilft Tm detain'd by theſe Scoun- 
dlrels, that Dog of a Fryar will lie at Rack and 
. * 0 1 | Manger 


| 1 


— 
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Manger with my Wite, Pray hear me, Mr. Con- 


able. 
fe Conf. Yes, yes, Sir, you ſhall * had before 
you go to Ned — You're u fine old Duke, to 
come to the Gallows at theſe Lears Comme, bring him 


2 Sir, 1 ſay III g before 3 fultice to Night, ald 


will have my Wife with me tos. Zounds, 1 could 


tear my Fleſn.— h! Tia Tim : that ever thou 
ſhou'dit Marry? 
[Exit. Forc d out by the Conſtable, &c. 
Sir John. This ſhou'd be Fairmel's Uncle, by his 
talking of his Wife; and certainly miſtbok you for 
done of her Gallants. 
Den. Oſo! 1 have heard Faint l ſpesk of him. 
Tf it ſhou'd be fim, we ſhall have 860d Diverſion. 
Shore are you going, Sir Jobn? 
Sir Jobn. I ain ſent for by my Brother Md; wha, 
Jam told, lies dangetoufly Ill at the Widow Head: 
leſs 8. 
Dran. Tis thirher Pm going; L am glad. I met 
vou: I hope it is fot your Advantage. u 
bien you, Sir. 
Sir John. Haſte loud excuſe Wer bog, 
tr. 


Enter Conſtable 4 and el, with My. Watchlt and 
his Wife, ond Lucy; meeting Sir FRM Money- 
love. 


Conft. a” come, bring them globe! to the 
Round-Houſe. 
Mrs. V. Whither, cruel Man, ſt I be haul'd out 
of my Bed at this unſeaſonable Hour? 
Conſt. Only to the Watchrhouſe, Madam. 1 
iat. To the Watch houſe! to the Devil, Set Fm 
2 Gentleman, and won't be abus' d. Carry me before 
à a Juſtice inſtantly. | 


Sir 


? 


400 D 95 
1. What the, matter here 22 
WEN Sir Philip) Here, . rs 2 Juſtice of 
Peace for you. This Fi Man, Sir! aſſaulted Doctor 
Dem | 
= You Wa sir! be aſhulted we. Mr. 7aſtice— 
bs Philip, Ho Id, hold, Sir „ I cant hear you in 
the Street. My Couſin Headleſs lives at next Door, 
te ik your Wee thithes, Cunlabte; you know 


Q | 
, e * 3 well, Sir. | Come, come, 
bring em a long . 


4 2,00 ARES 2 77 7 0 TED Nele 


8 C EN B the, Inſide of Mis. Headleſs's Houſes, 


* Back-Scene Draws, and diſcovers Ned Free- 
man, aud Louiſa, jaſt Married; | (the: Parſon 
making his Exit) * Sir John and Demur; 
Louiſa throms len Arms about, Freeman's Neck. 
Lew N OW Im Happy! Now thou'rt: mine again? 
Look up, my Lovell my Freeman 1 © 
My. Joy | my Soul! my Huſband / 
Take, take me in thy Arms; and ſay, - 
Thou, doſt forgive me; or I'm ſtill moſt- wretched. 
Ned. Ha! Why this Joy? From whence theſe 
Raptures, 
When Life is on the Wing ; and Death purſties it 
With an Eagle's Swiftneſs? 
+ Lox. Far be that Thought! far as my Wikſhes, ſend it 1 
I hope to hold thee many happy Years; 
Thou art not Poiſon'd ! 
Forgive the Artifice that made thee mine. 
Ned. Ha! not Poifon'd ! 
Sir John, You're in no Danger, J aſſure = 


Brother; it was only your Surprize difor 
vou. | | 


os The ARTIFICE. 
Ned. * me leave to tell you, Brother, the Diſ 
order I find my lt i in, cannot proceed from Surprize 


Sir Zobn, 8 there was ; but far from be - 
ing ſatal; The Doctor aſſur d me, it wou'd have no 
. Effect than making ou 2 little Sick for the 

retent,  —— b 

Ned. And I aſſure you, Sir, that I am not to be 
Trick'd, Sir. [Draws], Cancel the Deed dus mo- 
ment, or i 

Sir John. LDraws.] That, and my Life ſhall go 
* | 

Lou. Ah! [Sbreiks. Murder ! Murder ! 

Demur draws, and parts them. 


Enter Sir Philip, Watchit, Mes. Watchit, N 
.. Conftable and Watch. | 


e' 


S Philip. Ha! Murder! I Charge you in the 


King's Name to keep the Peace, Mr. Conſtable. —---- 
What do I fee! Mr. Freeman and the mad Knight !— 
What, wou'd you murder your Brother, Sir. Secure 
him, Conſtable: l have been looking for you, Mr. 
Freeman, all the Town over. D'ye hear, Step 
to my Houſe, and bid my Daughter come to me 
this Minute. [To one of the Watchmen, who Exits. J 
HFHark- ye, Mr. Freeman; was not there ſomething to be 
done at my Houſe to Night ? | 

Ned. | thought ſo, Sir; but was ALY pre- 
vented. 
7 VVar. This is the Rogue, that took me up, Mr. 

n 

Dem. Did not you bid me Stand, Sir ? and did 
not I diſarm you of that Blunderbuſs in the Con- 
ſtable's Hand, you old Thief, you? | 

Vat. Thief! I ſcorn your Words, Sir ; I was <4 
on my Guard. 


Sir Philip. Guard of what, Sir? 


Vat. 


22 rr 


his Action againſt you for Scandal 


M.. VV. I deny it; Produce our Evidence!” | 


4 CO ED. 9. 


Vit. why; 4 Breach that's made in my Citade 
lere. [Pointing to bis Mie. 
Sir Philip. Ha; ha, ha! By whom, pray ? 
Vat. Ask her that; ſhe can tell ou. | 
Lucy. Yes, Sir, my 'Lady an tell you, what me⸗ 
3 holy Days; and wretched Nights: 39 
Pat. I'll wretched Night you, Huſley ! | 
[ Holds up bis 808 
e EHhilip. Hold, Sir; do you conſider where 100 
are 
e wed what Iam 1 9 
ir Philip. And what may that pray? 3 
Vat. A Cuckold, Sir + 7 x 
Dem. If you are fure of that — Why— the 
wis open, Sir. 
at. Ay ! fo open! that it has ſwallow'd both 
Juſtice and Contcience ; and yet is as Hollow as 
ever. 
Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha; But hw came you arm'd? 
and to inſult this honeſt Gem ! 2 
V Vat. Have a care what you ſay, Sir; hell brin 
But I too 
him for juſt fuch another honeſt Gentleman a Bot- 
cher of Conſciences. One that has a better Knack at 


£3] 


making Sin, than forgiving it—— My Wife 
knows what I ſay to be true; and my Intention w 


to have ſent a Brace of Balls Hue- ny Cry thro? his 
Body, in Purſuit of his Continency.. . . 

Dem. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Murder a Man for. ly- 
ing with your Wife! Why, you ſhou'd take 


the Law of him. 


VVar. That the Lawyers might murder my Eſtate ; 


No, I thank you; Im for the ſhorteſt way; Id ra- 
ther hang at Tyburn, than in one of your Courts.— 


Mrs. VV. Have you Witneſs, of what you lay, 


my Dear? 


V Vat. Yes, your ſelf, my dear Devil 


Lo 


0 Vat, 
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Pat. Oh Impudetice ! Sit, Pray give her her Oat 
and ſend her to the Devil at once Did not yo 
tell your Ghoſtly Father, Miſtreſs, That a Fryar en- 
Joy d you every Night? deny that, if you can! Nay, 
and even when I was in Bed with you too! And that 
ev ry Door in the Houſe open'd as foon as he ap- 
proach'd it for which. you believ'd him a Conjurer? 
Pox on the Wizard, and the Circle too, I fay— 
ow, Gentlewoman, can you fafely take your Oath 
this was not your Confeſſion? ' 18 
Mrs.VV. I can ſafely take my Oath, I go in dan- 
ger of my Life with op. 
8 94455 No, no, tis I go in Danger of my Life, 
Iſtrelis. en Patrol, | 


= 


Mr. VV. That ſhall be try'd; for know, Sir, I can 


bear theſe baſe Inſults no longer Il muſt not go 
abroad Not ſo much as to Church; nor ſee any 
Company at Home; Not a Relation in Breeches; and 


whenever you take a Whim in your Head to go 


Abroad, I muſt not lie in my Bed, tho' you have 
the Key of the Door in your Pocket. Nay, in ſhort, 


= = 


I muſt not Sleep, left I thou'd Cuckold you in a 


Dream. | 
Sir P hilt. Ha, ha, ha. | | = 
© Mrs. V. A Woman may be made a Fool on, if 
ſhe will; but you ſhall find, Mr. Warchir, I have 
Friends, that won't fee me abus d. Lucy, call me a 
Chair Ill clear my ſelf, I warrant you. 4 
Wat. Huſſey, Stir if you dare. [To Lucy.] No, 
Madam, you ſhall clear your ſelf here, if you can. 


* * 


Priſoners with me. * core 
die Fa et e. Exit Conſtable, &c. 
Den. This is a Cauſe for the Civil Court. 

Mrs. W. I have ſomething to offer under the Cog- 
nizance of Common Law ; Have not we an Act 
againſt Prieſts, that belong to no Ambaſſadors ? . 


= Dem. 


Sir Philip. I wou'd adviſe you, Sir, to agree with | 
' your Lady. Mr. Conſtable, you may leave your 


\ 


oy 
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Den. Yes, Madam, it's Death for-ſuch to live in 

England; and it's pity that Act is not put in Exe 

cution. * 

Mrs. W. Then, I here deliver up this Gentleman 
to you, Sir. 

Vat. What, do you mean to Hang me for a Prieſt | 
Miſtreſs ? Am 1 a Prieſt ? 

Mrs.VV. So you pretended, when you took my 
Confeſſion; Cou'd you imagine, I did not know you? 

» Yes, and reſolv'd to fit you for your Jealouſy, : And 
now this good Company ſhall judge, if 1 don't Bed 
ev ry Night with a Fryar; and pray you, | Sno, 
what Door in our Houſe keeps ſhut, when you ap- 
proach, and bid it open? 


[ho Drolling manner 
| Dem. Ha, ha, ha! Lou are Bit, old Gentleman. 
I ſuppoſe youll ak my Pardon now, Sir? Ha, ha. 

V Vat. The Devil ſneer you——How have I err 
pos'd my ſelf! Ah! Tim! Tim! pa art but a 
Fool of a Wile Man! Aide. 


Enter Mrs. Headleſs 


Sir Philip. Oh! Couſin Headleſs 1 you'll forgive . 
my taking up your Houſe here. 

Vid. My Servants told me the Reaſon. tA 
are Welcome, Sir Philip. I hate the, ſight of him; 
but it's no Time to tell him ſo now. Well!“ 1 
have made no ill Bargain. If this Spouſe of mine 
ſnou'd never return, this Writing intitles me to all 
his Eſtate in amaicu. If he lives to come back — 
T ſhall be a Woman of Quality; and our Laws make 

*farther Proviſion for me, if he dies; I with, all 
Widows were as Wiſe as my ſelf. : Couſin Olivia, 


Ter Servant. 

ve Tl Enter Olivia. 

Oli. How 85 Matters here? Dear e in, inform 
me. ö 2 — * Chiks P 
40s 0 2 Tac 
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id. As you 'wou'd have em, 1 believe; for the 
Parſon was ſent for; and, methinks,one may read 1 
rrimony in Mr. Freeman's Face already. 

Sir Philip. Ho] Are you come. {Seeing Olivia. 
Oli. Did you lend for me, Sir? H 01 
Sir Philip. Ay, ay, come hither, Child. Mr. Free- 
mon, we had as good make an End of the Buſineſa 
now zw and this good Company will make up a Coun- 
try Bance lere s my Girl. Couſi n Headleſe wall 
fend 1 for a Parſon.” o 6 
0ſt. Oh miſerable! What do 1 hear: Cdfode: 
Sir Philip. The Buſineſs will ſoon be done. A 
Ned. My Buſineſs is done, Sir. | 
Sir Philip. But not with my Daughter, er Come; 
Hang Thinking; ſend home the Dutch-Woman. They 
2 dull Jades! Here's a Girl of the true old 
Enęliſb Breed, — will make you as merry as 42 
Cricket, when the Parſon has ſaid Grace, Boy. 
Ned. I tell you, Sir Philip, I have more Occaſion 
for the Hangman's Halter, than the Marriage Nooſe. 
Sir Philip. What! before you are Married? Piſn, : 
Piſh! ee e But were there not certain | 
Articles to be perform'd on your part to Day | ? 
Ned. I thought fo Yeſterday, Sir. | | 
Sir Philip. Yeſterday, Sir! Townds! What a0 You 
mean, Sir? 

| Sir Fob. Why, in ſhort," ir, Thi Lady has 

iNKept in between my Brother Ned, and your Daugh- 
ter, and ſupply d her Place; That dall, Sir 

Oli. O Bleſs'd Sound ! ' LA.. 
Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha 1 kat, have you another 

Play to Act, Sir John 900 

Sir John. No, Faith, Sir Phil, the Play . 5 

ad, with your , this Lady and I will ſpcak the 


ilo e. 
ä . Pr [ Takes: bold of Olivia 5 Hand. 


1 "Sir Philip. Stark Mad, by Fupiterr! Hold, hold, 
l . Sir; this Lady do s not underſtand Epilogue, 


. 
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nor Ude neither [Takes her Grow bin Do vou 
EIN to be fool'd, Mr. Freeman? 

Lou. No, Sir; But I think you muſt look out ſharp 
for another Som in- Law, Sir Philip; for am on che 
Right-ſide the Hedge, now. We are Married, Sir. 

Eh Philip. Indeed | Is ſhe in Euneſt, Mr. Free: 


nan 
Ned. Yes, Faith, I can ſee no Jeſt in't; and TH 


tell you another Secret ; I have given my Rande 


every Foot of my Eſtate ——- - 


Sir Philip. Really . | 

Dem. Really, Sir Philip. I drew the Deed. 

Sir Philip. Why then it was the worſt Deed he ever 
did in his Life: And, 11 it be true —1 wiſh you 
Joy, Sir Fobn. 

K Fobn. To convince vou, Sir, there's the Papers. 


Gives him Papers. 

Sir Philip. Humph——"Tis even | fo-——l wiſh yon 

Joy with your Dutch Vrow, Mr. Freeman— 1 do, 
Fu, Minheer. . © 


Mrs. V. My Lover Married! Nay, chen Fm glad 


we were no better acquainte. I Ade. 
x Wid. I wiſh you Joy, Madam. [ To Louiſa. 


Lou. I- 5 not in the Power of Fortune to give 
me more. 1 hope, my Dear, you are pretty. well 
again. 

"Ned. Humph! My Sickneſs will continue longer 
than ſhe imagines. [A/ide.] You aſſure. me, I'm. in uo 
Danger of leaving the World, Madam; l wiſh you 
cou'd tell me how to live in't. 

Lou. Oh | truſt to Love, my Dear! 

Ned. And Starve, my Dear! [a. . "OH 


at. How ſhall | be able to look my Wife in the 


Face again ? 
Mrs. V/. Methinks, Lucy, your . Maſter: ſeems to 


have an Air of true Penitence. 


Lucy. He does, indeed, look Penitential, Madam. 
Sr Philip. I've been confi dering you from Head 


* Foot, Sir Jobn; and, upon my Soul, I think 


1 
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I never ſaw you look fo well in all my Life: Tho, to 


ſay Truth, Ialways thought you a fine Gentleman. 
Till he was Diſinherited. | A/ide.] — Olivia, Come his 
ther, Child! Give me thy Hand; It was ever my Reſo - 
lution, that thou ſhou dſt go with the Eſtate; and 
therefore, Sir John, ſince you've got one, e'en take 
tother. [Throws her to bim.]-—- There, now do your 
py to make me, within Ten Months, a Grand- 


$7 John. On my Knees 1 thank you. This Preſent is 


more Welcome, than what my Brother gave me. 
Med. Return my Deed then; I did not give it you: 
You trick 'd me out of it; Remember that, Brother. 
Sir John. Out of nothing, but my own, Brother; 
but half my Effate is at your Service. Your Gene- 
froſity to this Lady commands that. . 
Sir Philip. Say you ſo, Sir? Then your Generoſity 


hall command but half my Daug ter's Portion; 


Mark that. TOS Te | 
Lou. ] Bar that Injuſtice; the Fortune's all his own; 
Nor do we need your kind Indulgence, Brother. 
Ned. No! — Egad, Fm glad to hear that ! | Aide. 
Lon. Yours was the Plot that made my Freeman 
mine; and Heaven Rewards yon fort, with your 
Eftate; and puts it in my Power to raiſe your Bro- 
ther above the Reach of Want. Know, then, My 


Father left me his only Heir, and Miſtreſs of F orty 


"Thouſand Pounds. 
Med. Ha! Say'ſt thou? 


Lou. I knew not where to find thee; but refolv'd to 


live Unmarried for thy Sake. But, upon Sir John's 
Letter, haſten'd to prevent thy Breach of Faith. Tis 
done; forgive the Artifice, and all my Fortune's 
thine. TOI; | e 8 1 

Nied. Forgive thee!” What, Forty Thouſand Pounds, 
and ask Forgiveneſs! One Quarter of'the Money wou'd 
_ purchaſe a Pardon for all the Sins of thee, and thy 
Poſterity! I affirm, no Woman can be Guilty of any 


Fault, that has Forty Thouſand Pounds * 
N W 
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few of thy Sex can boaſt ſuch Conſtancy. How ſhall 
I thank thee for this exceſlive: Goodneſs ?—Brother ! 
Let me thank you too. Had I known your Inclina- 
tion for this Lady, you ſhou'd bave had no Rival 
here. [cpr hit Hand on his Breaſt. 
Sir Philip. And if he had not got the Eſtate again, 
he ſhou'd have had no Father here. | C/apping bis Haud 
on bis Breaſt| Come, come, tis all well, and the 
Man bas bis Mare again. — What are you muſing on, 
dir? [To Watchit] Prithee be cheartul Man up- 
poſe you were a Cuckold, the Fault's not yours, nor 
your Wife's neither: No doubt but you was born when 
Mars and Venus were in Conjunction; and if fo, who 
can withitand their Fate? . OA een 
 Omn. Ha, ba, ha, ha! 
Den. Ha, ha; But this Gentleman is in no Dan- 
ger Come, come, Sir, take your Lady, and make 
much of her; give her her own Liberty; confide in 
her Honour, and that way ſecure her Vertu. 
Nied. I'm glad the old Cuff does not know me 
again. F { 10 (1: 's ode. 
Mrs. W. Let him ceaſe to be Jealous, and when I 
give him real Cauſe, let him expoſe me. What 
ay you, Mumps? Shall I enjoy the Liberties of an 
Engliſh Wife? 
Wat. An Engliſh Wife! that's a large Latitude, 
Paul? But I agree to it; Come, Baſs, and Friends 
then! [Kiſſes her.] So now; 


T from this Moment baniſh all my Cares, | 
With al my Locks, and Bolts, and Iron Bara. 


Enter Fainwell, and Sam, ſinging, the laſt with 4 
Bottle and Glaſs in his Hand. 


Mid. Bleſs me! what do I ſee? my Raſcal Drunk? 
Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha, Feffery in his Cups? 
Fain. Ay! I'm refoly'd to be merry to Night, be- 

meſs, Sir, — [ Sings, 


? a _— 
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Sing Ola wa, Let us be 1 
Sm. O nilly wa, Ler us be merry. 
Fuin. And drini the King's Health in racy Cunoy, 
1 Sam. Ta bony Lee ———— 's 
id. Fil hony Lee you, Sirrah=—[Rens to beat hint, 
Farr, Hold, hold, my Dear; tho“ l allow'd you 
to beat me, when you was my Miftreſs; the Cat hoy 
alter” d now 2 are iny Wite— — | 
id. Wife 
1 I am no longer Feffery ! but your Lord and 
a 
id. daun paſt Redemption ! Ohl oh! ch!“ 
C 12 [Burſts into Tears. 
| | Bids. No, no, my Dear, Il ſo Hug, Love, and | 
| Buſs thee, "that thou ſhalt own to Morrow Mornin | 
ty Money well laid out. [Goes to Embrace ber 
Omn. Ha, ha, ha, ba. 


8 


— 


— 
* 


Y Vid: Stand off; ; I never.can forgive you putting | 
ſuch a Trick upon me, Mr. VVortby * 
Fain. Mr. Fainwell if you pleaſe, my Dear. You ſhall” | 
find me a Man of Honour. You know, it was part of 
bur Agreement, you ſhou'd not be calld Mrs. V Vorthy. 
id. Not VVorthy! Oh Heavens! then I have | 
Married a downright dende Oh! undone, un. 
one; get out of my Sight. Oh! oh. 7 
Fuin. Get out of thy Sight! No, no, Il get into 
thy: Arms, my Girl; where I'll convince thee, that Im 
a Gentleman, of a better Family than your Sha m- 


* 
* ———— 
_- 
* 0 


E Lord. [VVhiſpers Sam, who Exits. | ; 
1 Pat. That he = I aſlure you, Widow; for he i is 
my Nephew.. | 


Sir Philip. A very odd Metamorphoſis! You ares: 
an Excellent Actor, Sir. 

Fain. Ev'ry Man in his Way, Sir. | 

Sir Philip. Is your Vanity come to this! Faith, you 
have made but a blind Bargain'of it, Couſin. 

Fain. You had like to have couzen d her into a blin- 
der Bargain——Hark-ye, Sir Philip, what was you to 5 
bave had, if this Noble Lord of your Dubbing, had 5 
been in my Place? ; Enter 


7 
* 


* 


— 


| Ned. Come, come, Madam, I think you have *{ 
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Enter Sam, and. Tally: 


} 


5 


| 3 Sir Philip. What do you mean by asking that Que- 


ſtion, Sir? Do you think I was to be Brib d? 
' - _- Fan. So this honeſt Gentleman ſays, Sir; to the 
Tune of Three Thouſand Pounds, —Is it not true, 
L Tally? $f NE 
z Lally. To a Tittle, Sir | I 
Sir Philip. Why, you, you, you impudent Son of 
2 Whore, were hot Seventeen enough for you ? 
id. Not if he had been what you repreſented 
him, Sir. But I have nothing to thank your Friend- 


4 


ip for. : | 
_ Sir Philip. A Fig for your Reflections; nothing 


wou'd go down with your Vanity, but a Lord, for- 
- footh; and ſince no Lord of the King's making wou'd. 
be troubled with you, I made one on purpoſe for you. 
Look- ye, tis my Opinion, ev'ry Man Cheats in his 
yay— And he is only Honeſt, who is not e 5 

| LEA. 


Fain, I believe, Sir, I have a Guinea of yours 


| > Onn. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
It is too much, to take both your Money and your 


Miſtreſs; there, Sir; [Gives him @ Guinea| Now, 


Sir, I preſume your Abſence will be very agreeable 


to this Company. 
Tach. With all my Heart, Sir. And I am glad 
I'm come off ſo well. { Exit. 


cap'd 
very well, conſidering all. You might have been un- 
Ad one: The Prevention of which is owing to Mr. an- 

well, There's nothing in a Title Believe me, there 


| |- are more heavy Hearts in Coaches with Coronets be- 


hind em, than you'll find in the Hacks, take em as 
they run, from the Roya! Palace to the Royal Exchange. 
Sir John. Im of my Brother's Opinion, Madam 
Mr. Ezz4wel bears the 1 Commiſſion; and Fa 
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he is but a Subaltern, you have Fortune enough to 
buy him a Regiment; and a Colonel Lady is as 


good as my Lord's. 
Vid. Well, ſince it is no better; *tis well it's no 


worſe 
ſand Pounds, rightly plac d, wou d not get him Knight- 
ed? 


Fain. Ha, ha, ha We'll conſi der of that to Mor- 
row Morning. 

id. I hope you'll "MOL the Blows, ] —— 

' Fain, And promiſe never to return em too. 

IWat. Nephew, I with thee Joy with all aig Heart, 

- Farn, I thank you, Uncle. 

Sir John. I'm ſo much indebted to you, that L love: 
you now, methinks, in ſpight of Principle. 
_*Ned. My Principle, dear Jack, is the ſame with 
thine. I did not think it prudent to contradict my 
Father; but no Man ſhall do more in Defence of his 
Country, or pay his Taxes more chearfully. Come 


to my Arms — 0 
Sir John. To my Heart. [They 8 
Ned. Noy every Man to his Mate; and let's hare 

| a Country Dance + Goes to Louiſa. 


Sir John. Some, Mr. Watchit, take your Wife, and 


kt me adviſe you, if ſhe has any Faults, dude them 
| * the Publick: 4 A 54 


Fur He or She, who drags the Mi Chan, 
And finds in Spouſe Occaſion to complain, 1 1 
- Should hide their Frailties with a Lover's Care, T 


And let th ill. Judging World conclude em Fair; 
Betier tb Offence ne er reach the Offender”s "08 
For they who Sin with Caution," whilſt — 

4 © Grow N Cent, r reveal ge 


Cr * 
* a4" * 1 . 


But don't you think, Sir John, a Thou- 
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By a FRIEN D. % 
Spoken by Mrs. OLDFtELD. 


INC E Plotting # the Buſineſs of the 
- Age, : 


Our Bard has paid it of upon the Stage, 


« be * 80 And ſtrongly labour d in theſe Scenes, 


to ſhom je, = 
How Woman can in Artifice out-do ye. 
Jou Bungle ſadly, and are always Caught, 
E'er half your Work is to Perfection brought. 
Did our Town-Wiwves their Schemes no better lay, 
What Monſtrous Plots wow? break out ev'ry Day? 
Ladies, I hope, I've atted to your Mind, | 
And ſervd my Jealous Monſter in his Kind. 
. To play the Prieſt, and ſteal a Mife's Confeſſion ; 
What Man can make Amends for ſuch Tranſgreſſion? 


Shou d all our Engliſh Husbunds Shrive lheir Wives, 


- Women wou d lead moſt Comfortable Lives. 
For of ail Slavery, lis the worſt Condition, 
'To Live beneath a Marriage Inquiſition. 


What think you of our Hogan-Mogan Belle ? 
Didn't ſpe trick the Trickſter nicely well? 5 


= | "The FP thought, forſooth,"tw4s ſmart and > he 
A * 5 Togiwell the Toung V row up, and then to leave her. g 


Tube Thing is plain, and Inſtances are Cee Sl 


x | 
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But on the Tounker a Dutch Trick ſhe palm; 
Poiſon for Poiſon-gives, and Qualms for Qualms, 
What Rake among you, but, in his Condition, 
Mou d ev'n thin à Wife a good Phyſician? 
Did this Dutch Law our roving Gentry bind, | 
How C harming wou d it be for Moman- kind ' 
Then ev'ry Nymph that has vonchſaf d the Favour, | 
Might tye her Lover up to good Behaviour : : 3 
And after ſbe hus put him to the Teſt, -| 
. Might take, or leave him, — as ſhe t it beft 


Vor who are Noo#d, let me adviſes; Baue; a 
Give oer your Jealous Freaks, and truſt the Fair E: 
For, look-ye, you may Rant, and play the Devil; 
There's "war but Fatience cures the M a cria 8e. 
Evi 
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